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To the Right Honourable 7 0 
ENRY BENTINCK, 
% Portland, V iſcount Woodicuk, 


* of Cirenceſter, Captain of Her 
Majefty's Firſt Troop of Guards, &c. 


r medy has warm'd me with 
= the Ambition of giving a 


(NG D 


Piublick Teſtimony of my 
3 Zeal to Vour 3 1 Jet, I- 
m, the Pleaſure I receiv'd in prefix- 
g Your Name before it, gave me a 
ul Pride, that fir'd me beyond all 
e Applauſe of the Theatre. 
„ e 


— — 


Dedication. 


Poſterity, I am ſenſible, will in wid Ale 
Approve my Judgment, tho they Cong waſtes 
demn my Play; and the Poem will | ſon ir 
Immortal by the Patron. I may fd 
yet farther, that tho I ſhould atten My the 

to draw the Character of Your Ill they v 

cus Family, or Your Perſon, in the r ciſe fo! 

elevated Images of a poetical Fancy dor, W 

yet the Ages behind us would for 0. vote n 
. Hiſtory and an Epiſtle Dedicar. þ [ n 

ee agroc. on | 

Ie Memory of the truly Great and a 

Noble would not periſh, tho' there were 1 


ncither Poets or Hiſtorians; they only 

reflect that Light they receive. Tradi- 
tion muſt preſerve, and deliver down 

their Names and Actions ſacred to la- 

teſt Times for Honour Is a D "t 
to Merit. - 

But J confeſs my Tnabiliey, nord: 
to v$ketch out a Deſign: Where 
__ equally difficult to Draw or Defct a 

a You, neither the Poet nor the Pair 

is in danger of Flattery; yet were 

poffible either of 'em ſhould ſucce 

I dare affirm Your Lordſhip would 

the only Perſon in the World Giip 
with it. 


Dedication. 

A leiſure Hour, if Your Lordſhip 
waſtes one in reading this Trifle, will 
don inform You of thoſe Errors that 
night eſcape the moſt Critical Cenſure, 
by the Excellent Action. But I hope 
they will not prove ſo much an Exer- 


eile for Your Judgment as Your Can- 


dor, which firſt encourag d me to De- 
Tote my els 1 


3 . moſt Obedient and ; 
moſt Flumble Servant, 


Cha, Johnſon: 
A4 
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tis abor Ri. 
ſafes Pity 
þ always e 


P R 0 LE: 0 © U E % Feels 
T e, the 

4, 

| Spoken by Mr. . T 2 K g. aro: the 

5 Ird if you”? 
Right Fang, Locals: Li Wit, and 4 1 
Each in the labour d Scene ſhou'd claim a Part, ws a 

B ut Partial Nature laviſhly beflows ak / 
On One, what uon d enrich Ten Thouſand B rOWs 3 E 9 5 
Or "tis ewith Labour ſhe creates a Sor | to 
Like Shakeſpear; therefore never form'd but One A | 1 not þ 
He ſham'd the Stage of Athens and of Rome, TE it generou 


: f ON 1740 of | 
And flaru'd the whole Dramatick World to come. In 


Mell therefore may our Author own his Fears 
To tread, where Avon's Swan ſo oft appears: 
| To Night he aims te draw Domeſtick Life, 
A Vicious Husband, and a Vi irtuous Wife: 
But as the Paſſions of the Human Mind 
Muſt ſtrictly be to Nature's Laws confin'd, 
Hie labours that his Wit ſpou d timely flow, 
And not the Buſineſs of the Scene forego. 
A ſeaſonable Feft may be allow'd, 
But nothing that's Impertinent, 1s Good; 
And yet he aurites to pleaſe, and frankly „bn, 
Good Plays have wery ſeldom met your Froauns; 
Yet bad ones oft ſucceed, and Harlequin 
Has trick'd your Fudgment, when he cur d. your Splen, 
That Author ſhows the utmoſt Pow'r of Art, 


| | Wha can at once Inſtruct you and Divert F | 1 
| | ti 

| 

1 


PROLOGUE © 
5 evorking Paſſions change, he laughs and mourns, 14 
ges Pity, Rage, and Fealouſy by turns, 

; always every thing he repreſents, 

10 Feels the very Characters he Paints, 
then, fince all muſt own "tis Bard to find, 

| ack the various Labyrinths of the Mind, 
1; the Slips of an incurious Pen, 

1 1 you're pleas'd in groſs dow't little Faults cond mn. 23 
u in your Poxwer, and hopes you'll uſe bim well; 
1 vs he'll to no other Court Appeal; 
Bt if be fails, with Medefly confe/5 
ki july merited his ill Succeſs. 
Since thus he owns your High and Mighty Powe erty 
Jann not his Six Months Labour in Three Hours 3 1 
l generous Briton always Quarten gives, 
U ae his Enemy & hain he Lives, 


» 120, cant — * 
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| Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 


Palatil, An extravagant young Fellow, 
who has conſum'd his Fortune; inf 


Love with Arabella, and Friend to Mr. W. Mill. 


e ee. 
Riot, A Debauchee, Huband to Cynthia. Mr. Quin, 


Horatio, In Love with Aurelia, Impri- c f W J 
ſeon'd for the Murder of e Mr. Ele. Ris 
Valentine, F riend to Horatio, wounded 5 ; 

r Mr. H. 


5 Sir Triftrum Caſs, A humorous PTY 
Fellow, Uncle to young . and Mr. Griffin, 


Teraminta. 


Young Caf, His Nephew, a lewd 7 , 
young Fellow, endeavouring to be a er. Macklin, | 
Rake. 1 : 


Spitfire, His Spunge and bah. Back. Mr. 2 


Blur, Mr. Berry. 
1 9* nights of the Induſtry, 2 Mr. Winſor, | 


WOMEN. 


Cynthia, A virtuous ; Woman, Wife to FRY 2 
Riot. 


Arabella, Her kinfnoman, in Love * Mrs Clive. 
with Volatil. 1 


Ter In Love with 7 3 Miſs Hill. 
Aurelia, In Leve with Horatio, 5 Mrs. Pritchard 


10 Sir ir leren, (an never 
| | Vil. W 

Servants Ec. | baauty, ! 

s \ 

8 Cc E N E, Covent-Garder >, 


but one 8 
lere I on 


WIFEs RELIEF: 


o. THE 


HUSBAND s Core. 


I" 


4e 't SCENE * 


s 8 E N 5 The Streets 
E nter Volatil and Riot. 
V 0 1 . 


£2 As that your Wife? | 
0 wJ GG Kiot. Even ſo, Fach; my other Half. 


very ſcurvily. 


and the Fleſh and the Spirit, you en, 
tan never agree. 
Vel. What can make you uneaſy ? ſhe brought you 
beauty, Money, and Virtue. 
Riot. Why the Woman's well enough ; but—but— 
he is my Wife, that is, ſhe is my Averſion— 
but one Symptom that lives within me, to make me be- 


lere I once lik' d her; Jam now and then Jealous « of 2 5 
. 


Vol. Methinks you uſe your other Half 
Riot. Ay, ſhe is the heav nly part of me: 


I have 


12 De Wies Relief: or, 


"Pol. A very comfortable Mark of your Eſteem ; Does 


| The not deſpiſe you? 
Riot. Ves truly, I believe we are Contemptible enough 


to one another ;—— Rot this Subject, I ſhall take you 


for one of lier Relations— 
= 7 
Vol. Ay, thoſe inauſpicious Dice have robb'd me «i 
my Reputation, my Miſtreſs and my Fortune; 700). 
(which was my laſt Stake) gave me the Commiſſion of 


You had ill luck laſt Night, 


Captain, and Duce-Ace took it from me; and here 1 1 


| Rand before thee, except theſe Clothes, and this Guinea, 
as naked as when I came into the World. 
Riot. If theſe be thy 5 make the belt 
of thy way out on't. 
Pol. Vet am J as arrant a Lover, as ever was read of 
in Romance—— Cruel Arabella... [e. 
Riot. You are a fortunate Fellow, e 
Vol. In Love. to that Exceſs, I'd marry her.. 
Riot. That's true, you ſhould be Marry'd to be com. 


pletely Happy: Why, there's a Girl in our Houle that | 


1 am Guardian to, my Wife's Kinſwoman, Arabella 


I like her -— J have 2 mind to lie with her, I ſuppoſe ö 
But if 1 get ouce 1 


that is what you mean by Love. 
unharneſs'd again, and ever draw more in the Matrimo- 
nial Yoke, may I be poiſon'd with the Sack-Poſſet; let 


her Beggar me, Beat me, Cuckold me, may Heay'n i 


have no Mercy on me, and, ſuffer to die a married Man— 


Vol.. Arabeila's Beauty/wou'd tempt a Saint, and her | 


Virtue a Libertine; beſides, as the's your Ward, me- 
thinks= 


Riot. Her Father thought fit to truſt me with her For- 


tune, and ſhall ſhe deny me the Credit of her Perſon? | 


I am reſolv'd to 
take Toll; yes, PI: be her good Man's Taſter, ſhe ſhal! | 


no, no; ſhe'll wear ne'er the worſe. 


die a Maid elſe, or go to Law for her Subſiſtence. 


Vol. Poor Arabella, what wretched Hands art thou 


fallen into! If I could deliver thee, 1 might deferve 
thee. Alle, 


427 


Riot. "! "ho' the aſes me damnably— 1 have a nnd 
to give it out ſhe's not worth a Groat; keep all Mankind 


from courting her, ſo ſtarve her into Compliance 


Vol. Wou'd that be like a Man of Honour? Pict. 


Riot. | 
132 huge 
't a Ph 
me in the 

Ent! 


Valour ; 
Jahn lay 
tirown a 
Toalt, oi 
imo the 
Fel. 
ve are ci 
molt redi 
Riot. 
from a P 
Vol. 
with a 8 
in comp. 
th e Hon 
Riot. 
mit Rob 
Money 1 
Fol. 
Niot. 
I make 
lmner—] 


Hor. 
Vol. I 
Hor. 


The Husband's Cure. 3 


Piot. No, like a Man of Pleaſure— Honour, Fack, 
i; a huge Giant of Ice, that melts before our warm Delires ; 
'tz a Phantom to fright green Girls; it appear'd once to 
me in the Form of a Wife, and I have hated it ever ſince, 
Enter ſome. Officers bearing Valentine wounded, 

1 Ofi. A Surgeon, a Surgeon, gently, gently. 

Vol. What's the matter? 

2 Offi. Nothing, nothing at all, Sir, only a Gentle- 
man is kill'd, and we are carrying him to a Surgeon— 
J Hah! Valentine! He is not dead ; who wounded him? 
1 Offi. Horatio, Sir; you may ſee we're in haſte, 
Vol. They were Friends. 

2 Ofi. Ay, but Wine and Women made * em Ene- 

2s 3 they fell out about their Miſtreſſes Geatly, 
ede Gently. [¶Txe. Oficers and Body. 

Riot. Thou art reputed a Fellow of high and mighty 
Valour; look ye there's your grinning Honour, as Sir 
fron ſays; what a couple of pretty Fellows are here 
tirown away for ſome unſeaſonable Jeſt, the refuſing a 
Toalt, or perhaps a ſeeming Negative only expounced 
ino che flat Lye ä 

Vl. Tis true, good Manners have made us Barbarous ; 
ve are civiliz d into Brutes; an affected Politeneſs has al- 
moſt reduc'd us into Hobs's firit State of Nature. 

Riot. I've known a Nobleman accept a Challenge 
(rom a Pickpocket. 

Vol. Tis indeed whimſical to ſee a Galant ehoap'd 
with a Sharper, and a Man of real Worth put his Life 
un competition with a Raſcal, who can hardly deſerve 
te Honour of being kick'd by his Footman. 

Riot. I'll never give the Thief an Opportunity to com- 
nit Robbery and Murder too— No, it I do play off my 
Money in bad Company, let the tame Banditti take it— 

Vol. Thou hadſt rather skirmiſi with a Petticoat. 

Riot. But if ever I fight for one, may the next Suit 
I make be the Hangman's Fee: Look ye, here's the Pri- 
ner—How now, Horatio? What, in Capt ivity? 

HForatio carrying to Priſon. 

Her. Ev'n ſo, Gentlemen: Call'd to my Account. 

Vol. Be not dejected; Valentine may live. 

Hor. The Surgeon fears it ; come lead me where you 


will. 


14 The Wife's Relief: Or, 
wil— Poor Aurelia, this News will wound thee too. 
Afede]— E x11. 


[ : 
75 Has there not been a Match talk'd of for ſome time 1 


between thoſe two Gentlemen, Horatio and Valentine, and 


the two young Ladies at Sir Triſtrum Caſo the Banker'; > l 


Riot. Ay, the raſh Fools were to be married, they 


have been engaged by Contract for ſome time; Horatio g 


to Aurelia, and Valentine to Teraminta— but that old 
wayward Blockhead Sir Triffrum has all along oppog'd 
the young Peoples Inclinations. Tell me, Vol, how of. 

ten you have been a Second in theſe honourable Conflicts. 
Pol. I have loſt ſome hot Blood on that Account, which 


my cool Reaſon tells me I was a Fool for; — how often 1 
indeed have I been ſummon'd out o' my warm Bed to 
bleed in the Cauſe of a Drunkard or a Strumpet! I hate 1 


the Remembrance; but I know the World 
Riot. And the World knows you;—a Man of try'd 
Courage is ſafe in this Town: You'll not dic by the 
Sword, Fack, take care of the Scabbard. 

Viol. Men that counterfeit Hero's, like Women that 
ſet up for Saints, keep only Cowards at a diſtance; for 


| Your noiſy Pretenders both to * and Virtue are 


Bullies and Hypocrites 

KRiot. Right; every Man wears his Conſcience Like his 
Cloke, to keep out ill Weather: Shall we follow Horatio, 
and inquire how we may ſerve him; 

Vol. J am engaged to meet Sir Tri/?rum Caſs. 

Riot. Sir Trifirum ! What in the Name of Wonder 

can this Conjunction portend, a Banker and a Bankrupt, 

Cent. per Cent. and Nothing per Nothing. 

Vol. He ſent a Servant to aſſure me he wou'd wait on 


me; I owe him nothing, and I think he does not come 


to borrow of me 
Riot. The Devil has ſent him to tempt thy Poverty; ; 
may be he would qualify you for a Knight of the Poſt— 
Where's his Nephew 


Vol. Joſt return'd piping hot from the Univerſity; 


where his poor Tutor has been three Years cultivating 
_ _ Sand-—That Fellow is a piece of reſtive Earth that can 
feel no Plough, take no Manure, not ſo much out of in- 

vincible Stupidity as rreclaimable Opltnacy. 2 
Riot. 


Riot. 
ineſs. 
Vol. 
tentive ( 
ſineſs, a 
on FL 
nay, h. 
8 Bo) 
may m 
Riot 
will m: 
Vol. 
Nature 
ces bec 
head h 
every * 


"a © 
Fol. 

Sir © 
giving 


dir, in 


1 


Sir © 
you ar 
Pol. 
Sir 
ought 

Vol. 
my U. 

Sir 


brave 


Hol. 
Frienc 

Sir 
gener⸗ 
Valiai 
Honoi 
the Bu 
have [ 
tho' þ 
others 
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Riot. His Uncle ſhou'd have bred him to his own Bu- 
ineſs. | | | 
a Vol. He might have thriven in the City with theſe re- 
tentive Qualities— for he has a Face naturally ſet to Bu- 
ſineſs, and the Seeds of Cozenage lie hid in his Complexi- 
on ;— but his Uncle has order'd him to be a Gentleman, 
| nay, he will have him a fine Gentleman too, and allows 
the Boy to Drink, Wench, Fight, Game, any thing that 
may make him an accompliſh'd Rake. WED 
Riot. And yet if the Child is not naturally lewd, he 
will make but an awkward Debauchee. * 
Vol. He would purchaſe for his Nephew that which 
Nature has abſolutely deny'd him, which makes his Vi- 
ces become him as ill as his Clothes; but the old Block- 
head has ſuch an implicit Faith in his Mony, he believes 
every Thing is to be bought. [Exit Riot. 
ie, N, Frimem Cath; - +: 1 
Sir Tri. Mr. Volatil, your moſt Faithful Servant. 
Vol. 1 was coming to vou, Sir Triftrum, 18 5 
Sir 77ſt. Tis my good Fortune I have prevented your 
giving your ſelf ſo great a Trouble There is an Affair, 
dir, in which I muit deſire your Favour. 8 
Viol. Command me, Sir —  _ 1 
Sir Triſt. Nay, Sir, I will be thankful too, I know 
you are a Gentleman, _ SO „„ 
Vol. Then you can't think me Mercenary. 
Sir Trift. J beſeech you, Sir, miſtake me not; Virtue 
ought to be rewarded, Honour muſt be cheriſh'd. 5 
Vol. Well, Sir, what is your Intention? pray clear up 
my Underſtanding. %%% 
Sir 77 ½. Whe' Sir, you have the Character of a 
brave Fellow.  _ „%% ͤĩ⅛];ß 
Vol. You are merry, Sir Triſtrum; what, banter your 
„%%% 5 Es 5 
Sir Trift. Patience — A Word only 1 mean People 
generally ſay, or tis their Opinion, that you are a very 
Valiant Gentleman, one that dares fight and maintain his 
Honour at all odds; the F encing-Maſters all own it, and 
the Bullies ſtrike to you. Ab, I have heard em when you 
have paſſed by cry That's Volatil, true as his Sword; and 
tho' he has not had the Luck to kill ſo many Men as 
others, he dares fight with thoſe that have. Vol. 


113 ————— äJ— — — — —uvt„. cn 22 —— KK ˙ A nn 
P - 


cConverie with Gentlemen 


ro” The Wife's Relief: Or, 


Vol. This is a very odd Prologue; whoſe Throat iz chops — 
to be cut pray Sir to che Point — I don't think © Toh: 
your Buſineſs is to invite me to be your Second |} 4 ſell, 
Sir Tri. Alack, Sir, good lack, Sir, — he, he, E-! 1 1 1 
am no Fighter now, tho' I have broke a Foil formerly, M 8 7 
— In truth, Sir, I do come about a fighting Buſineſs, WW 7hee!; 
Pol. What, I mutt beat ſome body for you. APE 
„„ Not ſo, noble Sir; and yet I am come to bor-. Sue 
row a little Valour which I would repay in Gold; "tis a | ald us 8 
thing you may a conſent to, and will oblige. me for — 
_ ever | | sir 7. 
ol. Good Sir, be particular. 8 im at 

Sir Trift. Why, Sir, —Hem-—I have a ; Nephew, Sit— 1 
Vol. I Know him - 
Sir Trif. I defign he ſhall be my Heir : He and my © 
| Neice Teraminta are the only two of my Name———— | 
Now I hope my I may in time be made a pret- 
ty Fellow 
Vol. Very well — g0 on. 
Sir Triſt. You may have heard perhaps, or you may 

believe I have a pretty Eſtate too. 

Vol. You are reckon'd half a Plumb at leaſt. 
Sir Trip. L have more than I ſhall ſpend — Now, Sirg 
I come to you I wou'd have this TY of mine 


Jol. So he does. | 

Sir Tri/?. Nay, I don't pinch him in his Allowance; | hve but 
they had al moſt ſpoil'd him at the College, they crammd as it « 
him fo with your Logicks and your Ethnicks, that if ke is is 
had not had a Contlutution to have brought em up a- eputati 
gain preſently, the Boy had been ruin'd ——I permit un wil 


him now and then a Bottle and a Wench MF "i the ! 
Vol. Liberally done — but how came you to breed I pr: 
him thus? Why did you not train him up a Cit, in dime 
the Road of your Family — oll ob 
Sir Trift, My Nephew's Great Grandſon will be a Ci- ol. 
tizen again. 5 FLWir 7. 
Viol. Again how ſo ? 5 ih you 
Sir Tri/?. Why, we Cits, as you call us, tho' we hate nuch; it 
Gentlemen, are proud to breed our Children ſo — but I lavern, 


in three Generations they always come back — ons Candleſt 
ops 


Shops —— as thus, — We purchaſe Land, our Gentle- 
men Children live high and Mortgage, the Grand-Chil- 


den fell, and the Great-Grand-Children are always Pren- 


tices again 
Vol. This is a whirl of Forine quite round her 
Wheel; or take it thus, Sir Triſrum; we Courtiers 


mike you Cuckolds, you wriggle into our Eſtates ; 
Paverty makes our Children Citizens, and you Cuck- 


old us again; a Circular Juſtice, the World turns round; 
—— but to your Nephew | 

Sir Triſt. I love him fondly, 1 hou'd be loth to loſe 
him; and to ſecure him with his Miſtreſs, his Life and 
ie Honour, I come to you. 

. Out with it, Man 

Fit. What ſhall [ give you, Sir, to let him = — 

5 J. What? 

r Trift, Pray be not angry. 

} '. Not in the leaſt, Sir. 

'* Triſt. There can be no Security like it in the 
d, I'll pay for it with all my Soul — Heartly — 
J. For what? 


=. 
2 2 


= 


* — 


4 What? 

Jriſt. Beat you, Sir. 
41. HoT . 
Teig. Nay, don't b be me — tho I 
e but a coarſe way of expreſſing my ſelf, J mean, 
da it ſhou'd be done with your Conſent — my Ne- 
Mew is raw in the Town Now as in the City the 


— ＋ | 


CH 


\eputation only that a Man is able to fine for Alder- 
nan will in a little time make him one; who knows 
t the Boy may become Valiant in earneſt. However, 


,I pray you give him Credit for alittle Courage for 
time; if he draws upon you, Honour his Bill, and 
„u' oblige your Faithful Servant, Sir Triſtrum. 

Vo]. And you wou'd have him beat me. 7 

vir Trift, Right— Vet again, don't miſconceive me— 
vith your Favour — I wou'd not have him hurt you 
nuch; if you think fit, he ſhall quarrel with you at a 
Tavern, or where you pleaſe — — Let him only throw a 
Candleſtick - 


The Husband's Cure. 17 


 Trift. What ſhall I give you, Sir, to let m 


Vat. | 


D — OT 


. 


18 TheWife's Relief: Or, TY 
and his C 


Vel. At my Head. - | 
Sir 7%. Ay —or a Quart Pot — till with Submic. Ml Coat of * 
ſion, Sir, only that ſome of your Friends or Acquaintance Wl I ©” 
may ſee he dares affront you, and come off with Ho. While 1 
nour — handſomly — Look'e here are ſome Guineas. | | 
let them ſpeak in my Behalf — [Gives him a Purſt. : | 
Fol. Well ſaid, old Gent. — Ay, this is à propos. | OT 
Sir 7. You muſt know further, his Miſtreſs ,. Lab. 
_ relia, who lives in my Houſe, won't marry him till he Riot. 


has brought Proofs of his Courage — beſides, when ve Arab. 
have a Peace Þ'll purchaſe him a Poſt in the Army - Riot. 
Vol. And you freely give me all this to let your Ne. Arab. 


phew teat me? . o be ha 
 SirTri/t. Dear Sir, take me with you; I don't mean ke a ga 
that he ſhou'd hurt you —— dangerouſly —— Let him ton, vw: 

only break your Head —— or draw a little Blood —. 1 Riot. 
ſo he come off bravely, that's all —— — = C::mbe 

Vol. Very well — He is not to endanger Life ot de my 
Limb, only to get a little Credit on me, be fleſh'd— de Fla 
= and thought Valiant by engaging with me —— I - collec 
| Sir 71. You take me right, Si. Wi Lo 
; Vol. Il put up your Mony — tis a Bargain — de luſc 
ſend your Nephew to me, we'll agrenr. FLirab 

Sir Triſt. Agree, Sir, — Why you muſt quarrel, Wl make a 
and he muſt beat you, or the Bargain's void, IM indfor 
Viol. But we muſt conclude together firſt how things e T. 
mall be. NV )TVVV Couſin, 
Sir Tri. You muſt be ſecret too, or all is ruin'd. Riot 
Vol. Here's my Hand ——— 3 Aral 
Sir Tri?. There's a great deal of Mony, Mr. Volatil-- WW »*lov'd 
3$ for a little Paſſive Valour only. I'll ſend him to you -- but Riot 
Mum no Words, for my Nephew's Credit. [Ex. Tri. WW vins ye 
Vol. [alone.] Fortune is in a merry Mood, and court: ,n. 
my Favour for her ill Uſage of me laſt Night— Well, Ara 

Sir Trifrum ſhall be obey'd; 111 lull my Spirit afleep— in my 
Muzzle up my Choler and let the Cur have a ſnap Rio 
at the Maſtiff, Old Mammon might be in the right in Ara 
| his Notion, if the Boy had Diſcretion to carry it; forl | Rio 

believe many a ſenſible Coward has gone peaceably out good 
of the World undiſcover'd — But an improv'd Block- ad, 
re 


head, like young Ca/h, muft appear naked to all 255 
| an 
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and his Courage be known to be purchas'd, like his 
Coat of Arms, 
In wain he dreſſes in the Lion's Cafe, 


Wyile he wears Ears, an Aſs will be an Aſs. [Ex. vol. 


S CE NE II. Riots Houſe. 
Enter Riot aud Arabella. 


5 PII not be made Love to. | 

Rist. You ſhall hear how beautiful you are. 

Arab. You'll flatter me 

Riot. I ſwear I won't. 

Arab. Do, Couſin, you'll oblige me e infinitely— Oh, 


to be handſomly flatter'd is fo happy an Amuſement, tis 
like a gay Dream, which if one was never to be wal d : 


fron, wou'd be very near the real Enjoy ment 


Riot. I'll out-lye your Glaſs, your Picture, your 
Chamber-maid, or your Vanity; I'Il turn Poet, and re- 
fine my Fancy to tickle your Imagination; nay, if you 


Dre Flattery you ſhall be luxuriouſſy treated — I Il have 


Collection of Dedications, Addreſſes, Funeral-Sermons, 
and Love-Letters thrown into an Alembick, and diſtil 


the luſcious Nonſenſe for Food to your Pride- 
Aras. I am not for living upon Froth, no Body wou'd 
make a Dinner of whipt Cream— Yet a little ſomething 
andſomly ſaid by way of Deſert, gives ſuch an agree- 
de Turn to our Thoughts — 


Riot. How ſo? 


Arab. Becauſe we are fonder of being admir d than 


delov'd. 
Riot. Then tis - what we "BY not what we do, that 


wins you. Let me therefore ſwear how paſſionately I love 


you— Come you ſhall not be thus cold. 


Arab. Can I help it, if I have a little too much Froſt 
in my Conſtitution. 


Riot. I'll warm you into Life and Love. | 
Arab. Agreeable 'Trifler, 


Riot. Pretty Impertinent— tho' I am marry'd to your 
good Kinſwoman, I bring you my Heart WHINE, Child— 


And I ſwear, I were not wiv'd- 
Arab. You wou'd draw in the Team with me 
Thus I make my loweſt Acknowledgments. [ Curſſies. 


TH tell you a Secret, 
Coufin, 'tis the Flatterer not the Lover that prevails— : 


rere ama, 


YI — — I EE 


Joy but herſelf; tho? ſhe has ſach ſolid Aſſurance 'is en- . 


Riot. Pious enough 
Saints o'this ſide of the Grave? 


bought me at the Price of Liberty; were I free again, 
I Wou'd not fell it for all the Mines of Potof—— — 


Mind as your Face in a Glaſs— and behold how ugly, 
| how black your Ingratitude to Cynthia has made you — 
You look fo like a Fiend, you wou'd never dare to open 
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Riot. I wou'd, by thoſe dear Eyes; thank Heavn, I ad Ys 

my Wife is not Immortal, ſhe may one Day be no more 47 55 
and then — But in the mean time let us take a Taſte of Ml .. Aid 
Happineſ—— %%% 11 "© 
Arab. A Taſte— how ſneakingly it looks to ſteal ones 1 
1 ; I am for a ſhort Grace and a long Meal. l wy , | 
zot, Pleaſant ! but you are young, and have a Heart fs 
full of Joy. . 8 wo, bella, 2 
Arab. Ves, I thank it poor Fool, it keeps me warm Ml © & 5 

; S006 mike me l OI nerd; 93 Houle 3. 
Riot, Prichee, Arabelle, let us finiſh this Puſinefs, MM Et 
Arab. Upon one Condition the Buſineſs as you call it WM <2? 
ſhall be finiſh'd., Woman 
Niot. Name it — e 2 | Heay? : 
Arab. Get your Wife's Conſent, and you ſhall com- 24 of 
mand mine. eo 5 nl Nike — 
Riot. I'd undertake ſooner to make the Grand Tour— 42468 


Poor Creature, ſhe wou'd willingly let no Body give me MI” han't 
Cynth. 
vorthily 
em, and 
Labour o 
Riot. 
ſour Pow 

Uynth, 
Riot. 
Cynth. 
Riot. 1 
ment give 
geons, in 
berty, ſh: 
ain, Cy 
Marry'd | 
Wlolutely 
ly thy H 
umes in t 
Ontb. 
ble me. 
Riot. 
any F 


tirely out of her Power — _ 5 | 
_ Arab, And yet is ſhe at this Hour not only one of the 
fineſt but beſt Women in the Town. {| 
what have we to do with } 


Arab. The moſt jealous Eye cou'd never find a Flay 
in her Virtue, nor the moſt envious in her Perſon 
Riot. Can you find no Theme but my Wife? 
Arab. Beſides, ſhe brought you a plentiful Fortune; 

and rais'd you from nothing, when you cou'd not di poſe 
a Shilling. VVV . 
Riot. I was a handſom Fellow — ſhe lik'd me; and 


Arab. And yet juſt now you ſwore you wou'd marry me. 
Riot. Ay, thee Child, only thee. ES LY 
Arab. Mr. Riot, were it poſſible for you to ſee your 


your Lips of Love to any Woman breathing. eo 
Riot. I vow you're a perfect Miſtreſs of Panegyrick— 


— TV > LT 


T he Huchand' 8 Coe. * 


zut you know your very Anger ſits eaſy on you —— 
ind have a mind to raile a little more Blood to heighten 
your Features. 


Arab. Wou'd you were heartily in Love with me 
If I did not make you as heartily repent your ill Uſage 


of my Couſin — I'd never write my ſelf Spinſter more — 


adieu Monſter. [Exit Arab. 
Riot. Adieu Virgin — In Love with thee! no, Ara- 


hella, no, my Brute calls for Enjoyment; I have a mind 


to you, as a Man may have to a handſom Horſe or a fine 
Houſe; but if you are not to be purchas'd, why your 
Virtue is a Bubble to your Pride; and Mony a worſe 


What pity 'tis that 


hbawd than Nature, that's all 

Woman can't find the Way to [ Pointing to pis Wye: 
Enter Cynthia. 

Heav'n : "us ſhe no Conſcience to ſtick ſo eternally to 


Night? — What a pious praying Face is there? — Oh! 
you han't finiſh'd your Devotions, I won't diſturb you — 


[Gig. 


Cath. Pray, Sir, ſtay. Why 0 you oth me thus un- 


worthily ? If my Crimes are not paſt Cure, let me know 
em, and I'll endeavour to amend - 
Labour of my Life to pleaſe you ——— 


Riot. It may be in your Inclination , but tis not in 


jour Power. 
Cynth, How have I diſoblig d you | ? 
Riot. I don't like you. 
Cynth. You marry'd me. 


Riot. Ay, pox on't, 'tis upon Recoid' let the 8 | 


ment give the Parſons a Power to Un-nooſle, their Wi. 


geons, in ſix Months we'll lay a Fine down for our Li- 


terty, ſhall pay the Debts of the Nation To be 
thin, Cynthia, I never was very Fond of hee 
nary'd thee for thy Soul's ſake — yet I can't ſay [I 
wolutely hate thee; no, I dare look on thee, take thee 
by thy Hand, ſleep in the ſame Houſe —— and lome- 
limes in the ſame Bed - | 

Louth, If you can't love me, tis hard you ſhou'd deſ- 
ble me. 

Riot. Deſpiſe thee! no, no, thou art a- good piece of 
iy Furniture, ye thou ſhou alt not always wear thy 


(ne? ———— So Madam, how did your Monkey reſt "Lat ; 


'tis the icduftrious | 
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22 The Wife's Relief: Or, f 
Husband like thy Wedding Ring, tis not faſhionable - Or. 
 Cynth. Ungrateful as you are, you know my Affection Kiot. 
is yet ſtronger than my Duty —— I wear my Marriage Ny, N 
Ring around my Heart, 'tis there the Emblem of my don't 
. -never-dying Faith and Love, e. Vill juſt 
Riot "Tis a Conjurer's Circle; the Devil without, and Oni 
Art Magic within a ſort of Orthodox Inchantment. Ike W: 
nt Come, Sir, leave this common Place Railleryl Follies - 
upon Marriage — tis poor — every pitiful Ape of a Liber Kiot. 
tine is full of it — Let me ſpeak to your Judgment, I rbly ? * 
know you have Reaſon when you pleaſe to ule it — Mony a 
Since 1 may not hope to regain your deprav'd Deſire; I. to the C 
to become a pleaſing Wife, let me at leaſt be thought an urn — 
_ agreeable Companion, a ſerviceable Friend. nud Faf 
Riot. Ay, now you ſpeak; and will you not be Jealous given m 
Cynth. T'll be obedient to my Fortune — I will nog Pefires 
urge, with one unwelcome Word, your Shame — 'Tighilf pettatio 
mine, and I'll conceal it — If your Heart has made magina 
Choice more worthy, I forgive it — Purſue your Plea the deſp 
fures Drive without a Rein your Paſſions — I am the ia '5 abvay 
ſtreſs of my own Mind, that ſhall not mutiny Dim — 

If I retrieve you, I ſhall be thankful — if not, yol 
are and muſt be ſtill my Lord. „ 
Riot. I'll try how far this Fool's paſſive Duty wou'd 


Val. 
that ma 


bbblige her; [A4/fide.] —— This may do, but don't ta Roz. 


on't — and if I brought home a Leveret, you wou ne. 
ſhow her to her Apartment, lock the Door, keep youll Vol. 
Chamber, and not appear but when you are call'd to pre lhe paſs 
ide at Table, or ſo 8 Riot. 
 Cynth. You ſhall not keep a Servant more obedient. ¶ vou'd y 
Niot. And if I ſhou'd really bring home a Miſtreſs - Tis as 
Cynth. You are Maſter of your Houle. Inclinat 
Riot. If there ſhould be one already in the Houſe. Vol. 
Cynth. Put me to the ſevereſt Proof. 5 
Riot. Well ſaid,.— I ſhall find Buſineſs for you Riot. 


You muſt know I like your Kinſwoman —— think 
Cyntb. HW. e : Doat; | 
Riot. J have a mind to her; — but ſhe is ſo untoward Fol. 

. fo peeviſh, and ſo cold: — Now one Woman with and Riot 
ther may do more than twenty Men: — Look ye, ng a lit 
you wou'd aflift me here you might prove your fel po;'d th 


 lerviceable Friend, Cynt; 
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LCs nth. Sir, this is Brutal Barbarous —— Wed? 
Riot Relaps'd into Wife already very 8 
Why, Madam, you ſee I don't go out of the Family — 


[don't wander out of the Blood Come, come, this 
will juſtify the Truth of your Pretenſions. 


Cynth. You are a very Tyrant, and my Obedience: 
like Water OR upon a raging Fire, only inflames your 
Follies — [Exit Cynthia. 

Riot. Let me ſee; why do I aſk this Woman thus hor- 
rbly ? She had, when I marry'd her, a good ſtock of 
Mony and Beauty, both which ſhe facrific'd to me, as 
to the Grave or the Seas, without the hopes of a Re- 
turn — What then tis not Gratitude, but Reftraint 
and Faſting that ſets the edge of our Stomach : She has 
zen me all —— Ay —that All's the Devil - my 
Defires are ſatisfied, and I have not a 8 of Ex- 
pectation. left — Fancy governs the Blood — and when the 
Imagination is cloy'd, Reaſon is a Slave to Appetite -—- 
the deſpotic Ruler of our Souls and Bodies — Now Cynthia 
$ always the ſame Tune, the ſame Object, the ſame 
Diſh — that is, the fame Woman, — How now, Fack ? 


Enter Volatil. ; 
Pol. Muſing What very weighty Trifle i is it” 
that makes you Think? 


Riot. M y Wife, the has been ſetting my Conſcience at 
ne. 

Vol. 1 met her in 1 a Pearl or two ftole away as 
ſhe paſs'd by me; but what is the Occaſion ? 

Riot. Why, ſhe found my Mind oat of Tune, and the 
wou'd undertake, forſooth, to make Muſick of me 
Tis as nauſeous to be oblig'd, as to oblige, againſt one's 
lnclinations 


Vol. You can't be angry wich her for endeavouring to 
become agreeable to you. 

Riot. But I am, Sir I hate tobe cram'd — Tho! 
think I have now given her a ſubſtantial Proof I don't 
Doat; I have told her my Deſign upon her Kinlwoman— 

Vol. Very good. 1 

Riot. Nay, I went farther For the Wench ſcem- 
ing a little obſtinate and harden'd i in her Virtue, I pro- 
sd that ſhe ſhou'd mollify and mould her for me. 


Vol, 
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of Surtout only, to ſlip on in a Storm 
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24 TheWife's Relief: Or, 
Vol. Ay, make uſe of the Handiceaft of her Sex - 


Alamode de Procureſſe, or ſo ; and ſhe conſented 
Riot. No, Faith, it went plaguily againſt her Stomacif 


ally fal 
We all: 
6 


and we parted; and this was all the Buſineſs that wet he Ke. 
Cheeks and ruffled my Forehead. | IJ How od 
Vol. You have a mind to be ſtrangled i in your Sleep. chere EC) 
Riot. Since ſhe can give me no Satisfaction, propria Vol. 
Perfent, *tis her Duty as a Help-meet. ter own 
Vol. Some Women wou'd tear your Miſtreſs's Eye he ſpoke 
out, or preſent you with her Noſe. . Eiot. 
Riot. Ay, but my Lamb has no en! the f is {a | len on, 
tame, no urging can raiſe her to a ſpark of Fire. Vol. 
Vol. In how falſe a Mirrour you behold that Woman ſin 
ſhe does really want a little Bitterneſs of Spirit to corre + Riot. 
the Sweetneſs of her Diſpoſition ; her Blood is too 1 e? I 
and ſmooth Vol.“ 
Riot. Right! a hot Word or two now and then wou 4 Innce i 
ſtir one a little She is as Inſipid as dead Diet Vet. 
Drink —— No more on't, this Subject too is taſteleſs- — Vol. \ 
Where's your Knight ? What was his Buſineſs ? miret 
Pol. My good Friend, Sir . the moſt ſenſible] Riot. 
old Fellow I ever met with. | re 
Niot. How! I.? 
Vol. He ſpeaks directly to our F Paſſions — here's] „ok, 
no denying our Conviction, when he argues HY 
Riot. Wonderful N lier Vir 
Vol. Sir, ſays he, the People report, ou Valiant; for % 
my ſake be a Coward — You never took a Blow, there- cch by 
fore I beg you'll be Beat: I think it for the Credit Ns. 
of our Family that my Nephew break your Head: M" ' © v 
Then, with four Ounces of his Aurum Fa/mizans, look W' 
ye, he blew up my Reſolution in a moment. ue 
Riot. Gold Fil not believe it. vs 


Vol. Periſh then in thy Infidelity ! 1 

Riot. Does the old Fool think that Courage too is to 
be purchas'd? 

Vel. Why not, as well as a Regiment or a Red Coat?— 
You don't imagine the old Gentleman deſigns he ſhall 
wear his Valour every Day — No — no — tis by Way | 
— Believe me, | 
Nel, the deluding Images of our Sleep are not gene- | 

Fly 


— — * — 
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ally falſer than ſuch Appearances to our waking Eyes: 
We all are Actors till we hop off this Stage into the 
next ——then we undreſs 

Riot. We are under a necellty to be Hypocrites — 
How odd it wou'd look to go naked in a Country 
where every Body wears Clothes? 

Vol, I think my Lady Ceruſe no more remembers 
ter own, Face, than the N Peer her Husband when 
tefpoke "T'ruth laſt. 5 

Riot. How ſhou'd they ? She never r kept her Com. 
nlexion, nor my Lord his Word, two Days together — _ 

Vol. So that between em they make a Picture of the 
noſt ſincere Soul and Body. 
Y N:2:. Then why ſhou'd not young Caſh buy his Cou- | 
Inge? Lord Foppington purchas'd his Barony. _ 

Vol. Will you ſee the young Academick make his En- : 
rnce i'th* School of Courage? 

Niot. PII follow you in half an Hour. 

Vol. What! Cynthia is to have another Leſſon — 1 
mire thee for thy plain Dealing. 

% To my Wife — - Right, my Deſire of Liberty is 
nel 
f Yet methinks your Averſion is ſo unreaſonable, 
| 52 like Affectation. You wou d not be a Cuckold— 
. No I ſhou'd look awkwardly with Horns — 
ble. Virtue will ſecure that Point. 
If that too ſhou'd be taken up, and ſupported 5 
ttly by her Vanity. NY | 

Nia. Then the is a Martyr to > her Folly : Tis equal 
0 Whether her Pride or her Virtue keeps her Ho- 
1 

6 0 Ah! they often wear diols Pride, like theis Lamm 
es, to incite our Deſires; it makes the Skin look ſo 

— beſides, the Diſtance adds to the W of 
eolpect. | 


omen like Landchapes are, and the mof Coy, 
5 Niceſt enly beſt deceive the Eye | 
ll fbadew'd they loc Gay in diſtant Light, 
it very few can bear 24 nearer Sight. [Exevrt, 
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ACTI SCENE1| While 

Oh fav: 

Take a 

8 C E N E, Sir 7. run 8 Houſe, r. 

You toc 

e Teraminta and N — Behold 

| : Aur. 

| Aur. | YH Toramints, muſt Horatio die ? u vit 

| „ Ter. He muſt, my Friend, the clamoro bee 
| Cry of Blood And if 
it Pierces os tuneful Spheres; and angry Heav'n, Down 1 
in Like a hard Creditor, demands his Due, To ſee 
{ | Aur. Then both are lain, each by the other's Hand | Ter. 

. For my Horatio but ſurvives thy Valentine, | F pe 

ov | To tatte the bitterneſs of Shame and Thought. q Sir 
} | Oh fooliſh Honour, oh fantaſtick Pride: JM ill, m 
* Death the Price of each intemp'rate Word, M {ratic 

Which Wine, or Heat, or Jealouſy might l WM Pg ! 

| Oh barbarous Cuſtom, which the Baſe alone 3M {ram 

| Flude; while oft the truly Great and Brave low, w. 
oi Obey thy Magick Laws, and raſhly run | Ter. 
oy Jo purchaſe Honour with Eternal Shame. Sir 7 
15 Jer. Yes, my Aur clia, the laſt ſeiting Sun | have 
i Beheld us bleſs'd ; happy in mutual Love, lirong | 
i And ſweet Content, the Harmony of Souls: lia w 
Put ah! he never role again to chear us: have B 
OF Then let us greedily indulge our Grief, and w] 
N And nurſe Deſpair ; yet you may hope, Aurelia, to play 
# For Hope ſtill lives, while thy Horatio lives. ur. 
| Aur. Your Uncle's Intereſt yet may ſave his Life, Love's 
For Royal Mercy ſteps between the Law, Struck 

And blunts its Edge Yes he has promis'd too And u 

To uſe it all — If you content he Lives. Hue G 


01 er. Ves, he may live, Aurelia — But, jult Hear' 1 
P 
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Upon what Terms; if I conſent to Wed | 
The Murderer of my Love, ere yet kis Wounds 
Are cold; while yet his bleeding Image ſwims 
In my diſtracted Brain Wou'd not his Spirit, 
His injur'd Ghoſt, burſt all the Bars of Fate, 
And blaſt us at the Altar 
Aur. I find my Friendſhip conquer 4 by my Lane, 
While my poor Heart beats hard to ſave Horatio. 
Oh fave him, let not the devouring Grave 
Take all — I willingly reſign my Right. 
Jer. Horatio will not purchaſe Life ſo dear. 
You too wou'd then forget him; or with Scorn 
Zehold us both a wretched Perjur'd Pair. 5 
Aur. Ah no, with juſt Submiſſion to my F ate 
11] viſit you ſometimes ; ['ll call you Siſter; 
P!l be content to hear Horatio's well, 
And if ſome ſilent Drops ſteal unawares 
Down my pale Cheeks ; believe 'em Tears of wo 
To ſee you both are happy - 
Ter. No more; my Uncle comes — 
Enten Sir Trifiram:. 985 | 
Sir Tri. What, always lowring : rainy Weather 5 
till, my Wenches: come clear up, clear 8 
Horatio ſhall live, Neice —— Ay, he ſhall what, he 
kil'd him fairly; but you muſt be Married to him, 
leraminta, you muit, Huſſey; he is a very pretty Fel- 
low, with a good 2000 J. a Year. 
Jer. If you confider'd, Sir, — how baſe, how 10 
Sir Triſt. W hat, give me none of your fine Speeches: 
| have conſider'd, and I do conſider you heads 
lirong Baggage. to tell me of conſidering: Lookee Au- 
lia will loſe nothing. by the Bargain, for ſhe ſhall 
have Bob, and Bob is as pretty a Fellow as Horatzos 
and when I go off the Stage, VI! leave aim a few Bags 
to play with -—— [ will - | 
Aur, Your Scale of Intereit, Sir, goes falſe ein Love, 
Love's a Celeſtial Fire A Genial Spark 
Struck from that Soul, Which animates the Globe, 
And with Contempt beholds your Earth- born Gold, 
ine God of Fools, and hireling Tool of Knaves ——= 


B 2 5 Sir 
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dren- 


„ Oh my Aurelia, let our Sorrows Join, 
Mingle, my Friend, thy ſocial Tears with mine: 
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Sir Tr:/?. Very pretty — a la Romanski — now Pex 
on the Fools that firit taught Women to Write and 
Read; theſe Romances and Novels ſpoil all our Chil. 
— Your Poetical Scriblers would make all the 
World Madmen and Lovers — why you are both Mad, M 

Lunatick, touched in the Brain; why, what Aurelia, 
Vou'd you have a fine Gentleman here, and 2000 J. | 

Year flung away, only becauſe you can't conſent to part 1 
with him — As for that Gilflirt, I'll make her obey | 

my Commands, or I'll break her ſtubborn Heart. 


Aur. I know Horatio never will conſent, 
He cannot, dare not buy his Life ſo dear: 
For Truth and he are one; our Vows are ſeal'd 
And regiſter d in Heav'n 


Sir 77½. Good agan — Regiſter'd — I'll try thst, 
lookee if he does not conſent, tis no Match; — but 
the young Fellows of this Age, Madam, are gene- 
rally of Complexions too Sanguine to die for Love: 
Ay, they'll tell you a thouſand pretty things which they 
no more deſign, and you poor Chickens believe every 
Word; well, well, enjoy your Fools Paradiſe — Dream 
on, I'll wake you both I warrant; this Afternoon li 
viſit Horatio, and bring you his Reſolution : You'tl nd 

his Fleſh will get the better of his Spirit; in the mean 
time turn the Courle of your Tears, it ſpoils your Eyes 
and your Complexions horribly, horribly, Children. 


Exit. 


Ves Valentine, theſe Springs ſhall ever flow, 
»Tis all the Tribute I can pay thee now. 


While each alternately her Lover's Urn, 


Aur. Magnificent in pompous Grief we'll 1 


With balefal Yew and Cypreſs, ſhall adorn. 


8s CEN E II. Ris Houſe, 


Enter Cynthia and Arabella. 


| Cynth, Tell me, Aabella, what ſhall I do with tint | 
untoward Husband of mine? How ſhall J mend him 


A. ab. | 


torty \ 
tuat is 
becom 
Crime 
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Arab. 'Tis impoſiible— your Advice falls like Water 
thro” a Sieve Indeed I never could read that the 
Charms of a Woman's Eloquence ever had any mighty 
Force, when thoſe of her Perſon were expir'd, in the 
Eyes of her Lover I mean; you may as well perſuade 
a Man to dance that has loft the uſe of his Limbs. | 

Cynth. Sure neither my Glaſs, nor my Vanity deceive 
me, when I think my ſelf not diſagreeable. 

Arab. That wou'd be owned by your Rival— but he 
has a Green-ſickneſs-Appetite, and delights in Challæ and 
| Oatmeal, when he may have wholſom Food. 

Cynth, I wou'd reflore him by Indulgence, allure him 
back by Obligations; ſure his Soul is not {0 obdurate, ä 
but Gratitude muſt make ſome Impreſſions. 

Arab. His vicious Blood is now abſolute Monarch of 
his Soul and Body too; all the Faculties of his Mind, 
as well as his Limbs, are the little Cringirg Miniſtry, 
the Slaves that ſerve his unlawſul Deſires; thirty or 
torty Years hence perhaps there may be a Revolution, 
that is, when this Heat is boil'd off, and luis Fears are 
become ffronger than his Deſires, he may repent of his 
Crimes to Heav'n and you. | 

Cynth, Oh how he ſwore, and ſigh'd, and loved, and | 
vowed, when firſt he courted me! 1 
Arab. Like enough — nay, 1 believe he did: bot 
if you wou'd have made him conſtant, you ou d {ill 
have kept him at your Feet. 

| Lowe's a Cameleon and muſt Fed on 1 

Tt farfeits ewhen it comes to grofſer Fare, 
as Suckling ſays: Superſtition is painted blind, *tis Igno- 
rance makes Bigots — If we wou'd have the Fellows 
pray, we mult keep 'em Faſting— 

Cynth. What fort of a Devotee is Mr. Riot, Couſin? | 

know you are his preſent Deity. 

Arab. He makes Love, as a ſturdy Beggar akt Alms; 5 
that is, he looks as if he wou d knock one down if one 
did not conſent. 

Cynth, Then he is not the politeſt Worſhipper. 

Arab. Ah no, rough, brutal, ſavage, without any Ce- 
temony ; he calls for the laſt Courſe firſt. 

Cynth. Do you love me, Kinſwoman? 
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Arab. Don't mock my poor Heart, Cynthia, Wild 
as it is, it cannot wrong my Friendſhip — But loſin 
SGameſters, and jealous Lovers, have leave to ſpeak. 
Cynth. You wrong me, I am not Jealous, fo far from 
it, I wow'd have you love my Hucband——— _ 
Arab. Love him! How? | 8 5 
Syytb. As I do, with a Reſolution to ſacrifice your 
felf und your Defires to him. 
Arab. This Suſpicion is a baſe-born Brat, and will in. 
felt the pureſt Blood. I ſhall forget I knew you; you 
make me angry. Come Couſm, don't let this Yellow- # 
Jzundice corrupt your Reaſon : He ſhall ſooner leave a 
Spot on the Sun than my Virtue, „ 
Oynth. I know it, my Dear — yet ſuch were his 
Commands to me, and J implicitly obey his Orders — 
Arab. Your Pray'rs and Tears will bring the Refugee 
home at lai; if not, you muſt forget ii 
_ Cynth, In order to that end, Arabella, I intreat you 
ſeem to give Encouragement to his Deſires; flatter his MI. 
Hopes a little; I have my Reaſons for it, and I beg it of 


JJ OSS SE a ee ESR 


ou. e „ 5 

Li Arab. 'This is playing with Fire ; I ſhall have you 
8 Cynth. Impoſſible 5 but if he ſtill addreſſes you, let me 1 4 Virt 
= know it; I have form'd a Project that may turn to the one 1: 
. Advantage of us both— Ask not my Plot beforehand— ef Sc 
1 But ſee he comes. $5 2.7 e Cynthia, 8 19-06 
VV Eater Rio. eq 
Riot. How now, Ladies — What Conſultation were Pocke 
you two upon? Ambitiouſly extending the Borders of are ni 
Four Petticoats, or penuriouſly narrowing the Muſlin of WW Ri 
your Heads, *till you look like the Sign of the Sugar- Bagg: 
Loaf with a little White on Top, and rile to a Point like ” 
J 5 N the fa 
Arab. No Sir, we were upon Matrimony, and it was I may 
carry'd Nemine Contradicente, that it was wholly unna- Ric 
tural to fee a brutiſh Husband without Horns. to you 
Niot. And you were perſuading my Wife to Cuckold | becom 
ne | PE | | | Eyes 


Ar. 


Arab. With all my Might. 
Rio 


; Riot, Thus I pay my Thanks [Ki/ing ber. 9 Frog 
— » 2 | f 
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do the good Office on both ſides, and help me to Cuck- 
old her in return 


2 Peach. 


Arab. Hold, hold, you' re for making a Purchaſe be- 


fore you have paid your Debts ; ſatisfy your lawful Cre- 
citor firit, and if you have any AY Mony afterwards, E 


ll treat with you. 


Riot. You wou'd trick me into Honeſty, and lay me, 
as they ſay Witches do the Devil, by W Im- 


poſlibilities. 


Arab. Why, my Couſin has Charms. 
Riot. Like Meduſa's Head, ſhe turns me to Stone 


when I ſee her — But the young ſporting Cupids in 
warm all the active 
Spirits in my Blood — and make em dance thro' my 
Come, come, what a 
Buſtle is here with this fooliſh Chaſtity. ſave it for a 
Husband ?— 'tis not faſhionable— bs lides, tis the worlt 2 


your Eyes give me new Life — 


Veins like generous Burgundy 


thing in the World to keep—— _ 
Arab. But my Reputation— the World the detract- 


ing Town— I ſhall be ſerv'd up for the Diverſion of 
Prudes at Tea. Tables and Aſſemblies— for tho there is 
a virtuous Pride in deſpiſing malicious Tongues when 


one is innocent yet to have one's Name run a Circle 
of Scandal, and be conſcious we merit it— Oh ! 'tis not 


to be born— I grant this is a very modeſt, reaſonable 
Requeſt — yet good Sir, ſollicit me no more no - 


Pocket up your Paſſion and your Importunity—— they 
are neither of 'em ſo violent to break Priſon. 


Riot. Oons, but they are— you provoking, prating 


Baggage. 1'll raviſh. 


Arab. Barbarous ! That's mos your Game, when 


the fair Hunt's before you — 


How do you know but 
| may prove frail? 


Riot. Then I mall have the Pleaſure of forcing you 
to Your Satisfaction. Here, wear this Diamond, it will 
become thy Fi inger, wear it, and let my Wite ſtare her 


Eyes out upon't. 
Arab. Bribery too, well I 1 ſtudy to be grate ful. 


Kiot. Now then my Charmer, now, let us give EY 
B 4 L ooſe 


Gad thou art a glorious Girl 
[Kiſſing ber. ] as ſoft, as round, as beautiful, and ripe as 
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Looſe to Love and warm Defires— let us at once, un- 
yok'd from ſervile Form and Cuſtom, plunge into Joys, 


Raptures, Extafies, 5 | EE 
— Which tho they but a Moment laft, 
Give us of Immortality a Tafſle, 


Aab. Hold — hold — Sir Hercules; remember you 
have a Wife. Es EE WG At nn, 


„Lot. Oh, no Bug-Words. 4 . 

Arab. A virtuous one; I cannot conquer yet ſome 
fol Qualms of Honour, Friendſhip, Gratitude, — 
hut they may yield in Time, and you may hope. Adieu. 


[Exit Arab. 


Kiot. [alnne.] Farewel— I had rather be a Gally- 
late than a Lover; now has ſhe, like an artful Co- 


dust, lighted up all my Animal Spirits, and is her ſelf 


as cold as Ice. So have I ſeen a Fellow of Phlegm, and 
cod Blood, talk his Adverſary into a Paſſion, and when 
he has trick'd him out of his Reaſon, play upon his Un- 
derſtanding 
f EL 
= Drive from my boiling Blood this fooliſh Toy, 
Aud in brist Bourdeaux drown the am'rous Bey. 
SCENE III. The Sereet. 
Enter Sir Triſtrum, Young Caſh and Spitfire, 
Sir Tit, Nephew— Nephew Bob— don't betray your 


7 ſelf by your Looks, or your Diſcourſe, Sirrah—— tis a 


great deal of Mony I have laid out to accompliſh you 
remember Volatil is your Man, affront no body but him. 
VTV. Cafh. I'll affront whom I pleaſe, Uncle, and II. 
be civil to whom I pleaſe—— Cut no Bams here, old 
Gentleman— I am entirely free from the Prejudice of 
Education and Prieſt craft, as young Dare Devil ſays— 
Sir Ti. Then the grave Dons will ſay you're both 
a Dunce and an Atheiſt, Sirrah —— but I think a little 
Spice of Infidelity fits ſmartly upon a young Fellow. 
V. Cas. Sir, I will wear my Faith, my Reaſon and 
my Clathes in the newe@t t.. 
Sir J. Do ſo, you young heretical Rogue, you do 


[The Boy has Fire; ay, this is Life, Spirit, Soul.] But 


put on a little Courage too, do Bob, it may now pou 


Pex on't, I'll drink away the Thoughts | 


Second 
Spzt 
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then defend your Opinion better than your Arguments— 
I've known many an honeſt Fellow beat out of the Truth 


by an obftinate Scoundrel, the Strength of whoſe Reaſon 


lay only in his Wriſt ; therefore, Bob, you muſt fight, 
that is, People muſt think you dare fight. 8 1 Fas 


Bargain wiſely ?— If I ſhould be whip'd thro the Lungs, 
and left with my Mouth open upon my Back— ha 


Sir Trip. I tell you, Beb, I have purchaſed it, bought. 
it, paid for it, tis our Bargain, as far as a broken Head 
goes, or ſo; he is obliged, Muſter up as much Reſolu- 
tion only as may make you talk and look like a Man, 
and 'tis done— then he is ſworn to Secrecy- How 


now, what fort of an Equipage have we here? 
Y. Caf. Sir, he is a Man of Honour and my Um- 
bra; latt Night accidentally I found this Pocket Piſtol. 
ramming himſelf with Gun-powder at a Derby Ale 
houſe — We agreed in our Politicks and our Morals, f 


pay'd his Club, and we are Hand and Glove— He is 
as ſtout as Hercules, and I have choſen him for my 


Second | 


$p:rf. Sir, your moſt obedient : I can only ſay, that 


I may ſay with Cæſar, TI wonder what Fear is 


Truth is, this Spirit of mine has but a ſcurvy Tene- 
ment— 'tis cramp'd up in a fort of Little-Eaſe— But 
it will, it ſhall break out, take its Flight after ſome 


Immortal Ation— And if it tranſmigrates, I hope the 
next time will chooſe a better Lodging. 


V. Ca/h. Ah that's fine, Uncle, don't you ane. 


that— Spitfire, be near me in the Action, Spie 


Ah, if you did but know what Virtue reſides in this 
Sarub here, this Inch and a half— Why there's the Soul 


of a Giant inhabits this Tenement of a Pigmy— _ 
9pitf. I am ready to tap all the Blood in my Veins to 
ſere ee . e 
Sir Ji. And that is not enough to give a Flea a 
Supper Thou art a very preſumptuous Pepper-Corn, 
a Grain of Gun powder 


Spirf. Mr. Volatil ſhall perform his Contract pur ctu- 
ally—Or he ſhall Do ye mind me; board upon this | 


dword; he ſhall eat it to a Dagger— : 
B 5 | Sie 


V. Ca/o. But how are you ſure now I fhan't get my 
Throat cut about this Buſineſs? Have you made your 
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Sir Triſt. No, no——Dear Dapper, don't trouble thy 
Heroick Soul about it; od's, my Life, he wou'd fallow 


thee like a Loach or the Volk of an Egg in a Glaſs of 


Sack. Nephew, this is the Houſe, remember my In- 

ſtructions; I muſt viſit Horatio, make up a little Buſineſs 
9 have with him, and then III ſee you again, 

[Exit Sir Triſt. 

v. C 52 Come along, Spitfire -I with this Buſineſs 

was well over Yet now I think on't, we mult charge 

firſt, ay, we will fortify with two Bottles of Brooks and 

_ Helhar—and then. 

| Spitf. And then- 

All our OWN —— 


n. 
8 * 2 N E IV. A Rom in 4 Tavern 


Hazard, Volatil and Riot, drinking. 


1 "Tis unreaſonable tho a Man can t have the Pri- 


vilege of ruining | himſelf out of the Venze of the 


Court. 


Pol. No, honeſt Mr. Hazard, private Stealing i 18 at ; 


aſt forbid by Law. 


Rict. Well, and how do you, ingenious Gademen 


of the Craft, intend to turn your n; now the Law 
has drawn your Tecth? 
Haz. They are all prov ided for, as : their ſeveral In- 
clinations led em. 
Riot. How 
Hax. Tranſlated, Sir, into Sockiabbers Sollicton, 
Mios Scriveners, Bailiff, Pawnbrokers, Pickpockets, 
Attornies and Highwaymen 
Vol. Thieves ftill——the Tranſition is Natural. 
| Haz. 'Tis very hard tho' to make a Law here, as it 
were ex foft Fas, to rob a Man of his Bread; Sir, f 
was born a Gameſter, a Child of Fortune, I cou'd cog 
a2 Dye at three Vears old, underſtood the Grand Se 
before I cou'd lay my Noſe upon a Hazard-Table; was 
Maſter of the Wax and Doctors at Fifteen, and before 
]-came of Age, cou'd Palm, Cut. Slurr, Peep, Top. 


+14 


and ſlip the Captain, with &er a Knight in Town; T 
have a Right to live by my Protciiion —— 4 . 


the Town' 8 our own, Squire — 


am \ 
valiat 
Valot 


time! 


Gient- 


Vo, 
Gentl 
V. 
of mi 
Ha 


to dri 


v. 

have 

ſirſb. 
Hol 


| Attic] 
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Vol. You have reaſon to be angry, ſince you were 
born to the Buſineſs. TE 
Hax. I'll tell you, Sir ——. Molgſus and I were found 

in a Hand- basket at Whitehall Gate Twenty Years ago; 
(Poor Moloſſus, he Was unfortunately hang'd in Ireland,) 
begot accidentally in a Midnight Frolick ; I ſerv'd in 
the Black-Guard till Six Years old, when I was rais'd 
for my Ingenuity, and a quick Eye, to be Servant to 
old Vizard — there I throve Five Years— and have the 
remaining Nine been Company for a Lord; I drank; * 
dreſs'd, eat, play'd and made love like a Man of Qua- | 
lity—I might indeed, out of the Profits of my own ho- 
neſt Labours, have purchas'd Annuities (like ſome of my 
Brethren) and liv'd comfortably— But I had always a 
great and generous Soul—Come round with it, N 
men l oaſt about. | 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Mr. Cap bid me tell you he was coming. 

Vol. Tis well — Gentlemen, this is a Kinſman 50 
mine, that is Heir to a plentiful Fortune, very much a 
Gentleman only of a Conſtitution a little too Iraſcible 
and Fiery —ſo jealous of his Honour—he is ſenlible of 

Affronts when no body elſe perceives em 
Enter young Caſh haff drunk, ſpeaking to Spitfire 
| entring. ä 

V. Cab. Spitfire, ſtand firm in the Day of Battle; T. 
am very Martially diſpos'd— This neat Port is very 
valiant Liquor My Uncle was a Fool to purchaſe 
Valour fo dear, when I can have a full Quart at any 
tune for Twenty Pence- Mr. Volatil, your moit obe- 

dient 


Vel. Kinſman, I am yours; this is a Friend of mine, 
Gentlemen. 

V. Caßb. And this is a Man of Honour, and a F riend 
of mine; fit, Spithre———— _ 
Hax. If I miſtake not, Sir, 1 have kad the honour- 
to drink with you before. h 
V. Caf. It may be you have, Sir; it may be you. 
have not, Sir. Hark ye, 5 I quarrel with him 
lirſÞ, I | [To Vol]. 

Vel. As you pleaſe—But that is akogether out of our 
| Articles, 'Y,:Caſs, 


q 
| 
8 
1 
7 1 
1 1 
A 
a 
1 
1 K 


81 
* 9 ; 
22 * 
1 . 7 
Pp 
* * 7 
4 # 
i 1 ED 2 
1 * . 
k " 
: 
| 4 
- 


_— 
. 


"+ - The Wife's Relief : Or, 


: by the Length of my Sword- 
ceftty, it will prove him in the right in every thing be 


V. Cab. VII give him ſuch a Turn, I warrant you, 
| 5 de. 
You. have been in my Company, Sir. 
Haz. Yes, Sir, at the Tavern. 
V. Cab. I paid your Reckoning then 
Hax. That 1 don t remember: but = came into our 
Room. 
F. Caps. Tell me o coming into your Room, I'II 


dome again and again; you are a Supernumerary, or a 
Parentheſis, that is, you are a ſuperfluous Perſon. | 


Hag. You are very Merry, Sir—— 
V. C24. It may be I am Merry, Sir, it may be I 


am Melancholy ; it concerns not you whether I am 
__  Fieaſant or Sad; my Name's Robert Caſb, and this is 
my Friend 


Spitf. Ves, ond PII meaſure the Juſtice of his Cauſe 
I hope, to ſpeak mo- 


Gares ſay 


Ret. This Sword a Dagger had, its Page—Hey day— 


Hol. Be eaſy; remember your ſelf 
V. Cofh. I'll remember what I pleaſe, and Tl forget 
what I remember— Does the Varlet talk of a Reckon- 


ing? What is it, I'll pay it? Does he think to terri'y 
me with that Tragedy Face? He that affronts me is the 
Son of a Worm, and his Father's another. 


Hol. My Service to you, Sir. 
Y. Caſb. To you again Tell me o' coming into his 


Room; I cou'd find in my Heart to throw a Bottle 
} name no Body-—- but Þ'll kick any Man down Stairs 


that does not behave himſelf like a Gentleman: No 


Man ſhall pay a Reckoning before me; there's a Piece | 


oe me and my Friend 


Rit. The Fellow's mad: Woe he often . thus? 


Haz. He depends upon the Privilege of his Blood ; 
you are his Relation. 


V. Cafh. I deſire no Privilege; it matters not whether I 
I am akin to any Man living or no. | 


21. Come, come, let me > perſuade you. 
v. Cab. You perſuade me — For what acquaintance ?— 
Waſh . Face, and pay your Tailor. 


al. 
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Fol. You want Manners. | 
V. Caſh. Manners, Sir ? What then, Sir? 


Haz. Nay, nay, we'll bear with him, Mr. Volatil, 
he has been drinking. | 


Vol. I am calm again——1 am ſorry you fancy any 


Body has offended you- 


V. C244. Perhaps you have offended me; I don't fear 


you, I have kick'd as pretty a Fellow. 
Vol. One Word in private, Sir. 


V. Cafb. I can be as private as you, Sir. 
Vol. Strike me a Box o'th' Ear r 


[Volatil draws, Young Caſh runs behind Spitfire, they 
 tavo draw, and the Company interpoſes. | 


Spit, Let him come, Sir, let him come— Here I have 
kim Cart over Arm— Here in Terſe—Here i in Flanco- 


nade -—- Ha, ha. 


Riot. This Fellow is too valiant to be long-liv'd. 


Haz. He has a double Chance for ir, a Sword or a 
Halter. 


Vol. His Courage is a little hard- mouth'd, it runs . . 


way with him nowand then; we mult ge a Tbruſt 
or two, after bleeding he'll be cooler 


Niot. The young Gentleman has a mind to ſhow 


himſelf, he is juſt come to Town. 


Val. Wou'd you rave him ſhut up his Valour, like a 
fine Picture, in a dark Room? 


Riot. * Tis a Picture only—-Yet he had better 1 up 


his Courage than his Diſcretion. Will you venture a 


few Pieces to Night at St. Fames's, there will be good 
Play. 


muſt truſt to Fortune only. _ 

Hag. I never cou'd do any thing upon the Square. 
Vol. That is, becauſe you are the Baſtards of F ortune, 

and are always cheating her legitimate Iſſue 
Hax. Therefore 'tis, you ſay, our Mother uſes us ſo 

hard ly—- PI tempt her Good-nature once more — 


Riot. 


Oe OTC oe 


tes ae Ge OI 
—— — 


: * Fs — =: 
- * ” 0 In 2 —_— wt — 
— — —— — 2 a —  idmes a N 
. ST oo. 4 hs tt, 65 AA a EEE? . . * — 
W ' — — : — — — — 
2 — — — avg . — — — 
— r _ 
, ” 8 - un ; 
1 — - e 8 


[e T. Cam Aide. 
V. Cafb, Theres my Hand on't. [Strikes him. 


[ Fencing. 
V. Cafh.. Let him call me to Account, the Reckoning's 


paid—Vidtoria, Victoria. [ Excunt Caſh and Spitfire. 


Fol. I dare meet ev'n Mr. Hazard there where he 
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The Wife's Relief: Or, 


Riot. Come, Volatil, you'll venture your new Purchaſe 
1 know, ſome of the old Uſurer's Mony may be lucky, 

Vol. The Gold will ſerve its Maſter abſolutely without 
reſerve; tis pity that powerful Inſtrument of Good and 


Evil ſhou'd ever fall into vicious —— its Govern- 
ment is ſo arbitrary 


Riot. Tis indeed abſolute Lord of us poor Lunatics 


N below. 


Hol. Ay, \ we may quarrel abaut Religion and Liber- 


ty, but we are en to our 2 ntereſt only——T I _ thee, 


Fi ot 


| 3 Ghry, Vi the; Roth FOI Wit, 

To the reſiſileſs Charms of Gold ſubmit : 
Wou'd you be therefore Valiant, Fuſt or Great, 
Be Rich;— Your Virtue grows with your Eſtate. 

| Wander not then fond Man does Wealth adore; 

What other Deity ſhould he implore, 


I he is juſt fo Wicked as he's Poor? [Exennt 


SCENE . 


80 E. N E; Riot's Houſe. 


Enter Arabella and Riot 


Riot. One ur and Fame, Child, are very Tyrants, 
they uſurp a Power over us which Nature 


ACT 11. 


nor Reaſon never gave em: Lec us keep the Mylicry | 


from profane Eyes; Beauty not uſed is like Treature 
hid by Miſers ——— 
Arab. And ill uſed, like Mony lader d by Prodi- 
gals, which leaves behind it Shame and Beggaryß. 
Riot. Your Fears, my Dear, are falſe; yes, falſe as 


| evening dem : Your Charms will flouriſh freſh and 


ſweet, 
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The Husband's Cure. 39 


ſweet, as Beds of Flowers, impregnated with genial — 
Heat and Rain: Come Child, come—— Nay did you. 1 | , 
not promiſe me 

Arab. But your Affections will grow cold, you'll neg- 


lect me; after Poſſeſſion I ſhall be tireſome as an old 2} 
Tale, or a Book that you have read over and over i 
18 


if a little Brat ſhou'd be peeping into the World to tell 
Tales—as who knows what may happen upon our honeſt 
Endeavours, Bell, I'll marry thee to ſome old rich Dot- | 
terel, father our Children on him, and love laxurioully. I. 

Arab. Horrid ! when T am marry'd— _ — 1 

Riot. Oh, there's no Pleaſure like it; ſtol'n Embraces | | 
are ever ſweeteſt, and when thou ſhalt be aſlur'd of two 
Fathers to thy Boy, 'cwill make thee ſpring more active 
in my Arms: Vl; cell thee, Arabella, I have the great- 
eſt Ambition in the World to make a Cuckold; it reli- 
ſues beforehand, and ſweetens my Imagination— Come, 
my Dear, at welve this Evening; z Nay, no more 
Words. 

Arab. But you ram to pay my Fortane into my : 
oyn Hands, it I did prove frail 
Riot. You ſhall have it, diſpoſe of it as you pleaſe; 
or it ſhall be made over in truſt to me, and we will 
cheat the Cuckold that is to be of every Groat—. — 
Cuckold! Oh, how that Word pleaſes me his lofty 

Creſt ſhall he exalted above his Brethren, Bell —a Bucs 
oi the firſt Head at twelve this Night you fay -—- 

Arab. Then you muſt be punctual to the Hour; and 
5 my Vow's fake not utter one Word, no not a Syl- 
able. | 

Riot. Ill cut my tongue out rather than offend thee, - 
thou Jen's loft, melting, yielding Sweetneſs— 

Arab. Begone we are ſeen together, and may awake 
ſome jealous Eyes — remember too, there mult not be 
the leaſt Glimpſe of Light this Key will introduce 
you, you know the Chamber——obferve the Conditions, 
or we are ruined but here's your Wife — begone, 
or all is loſt. 

Riot. One Kiſs, tis all I have to live upon for three 

long Hours to come. Lia [Exit Riot. 


Eta 


Riot. No Faith, I'll love thee everlaſtingly ; —_ { 
| | 
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The Wife's Relief: 


Enter Cynthia. 


40 Or, 


Arab. Ha, ha! well Couſin, I have made work "IM 9 


ſomebody; you have put me upon deſperate Service here; 
if you don't relieve me, what will become of me 
he threatens moſt furiouſly, „„ 
SOyntß. I thank you for obſerving my Inſtructions ſo 
carefully; you have ſucceeded to my With, I will ſup- 
ply your Place — Twelve is the Hour— 'cis but chang- 
ing Chambers for a Night, Couſin; you'll excuſe me; 
*tis ſomething to deceive him well. If I cou'd but once 


open his Eyes, and let him view his vicious Follies in 
their real Light, I might then hope a Cure — Oh, Ara- 
bella, by me be warn'd, let my Example teach you what 
Caution you ſhou'd uſe before you ſettle your Affecti- 


Arab. Sooner than marry thy untoward Help-mate I 


wou'd be reduc'd to Morter and Cinders, and after that 
lead Apes. - D SEES -” 


__ Cath, Here's a Spark will prevent that, your Friend 
Halali II leave u. oth  Barite. 
GS. oe TAN. 5 
Arab. Ha! Volatil here I know not how it is, but 
all within me is in Confuſion, my Pulſe beats, my 


Heart flutters, and my Limbs tremble when I fee him 


he is a handſom Fellow and a Man of Honour; but 
then he 
25 .— 
l. Madam 

Arab. Sir * 


— ted. 
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. I come not to repeat the old dull Tale; no, 1 N 


am weary of languiſhing, ſighing and dying at your 
Feet; I have really loved you ſo long and ſo faithful - 
ly, I begin to think I have ſome Merit; therefore I ask 
your Favonr, and ſubſcribe my ſelf bluntly at the bot- 
tom of my Heart your moſt faithful humble Servant— 

| drab. Merit, Sir, — very good —— he that pleads 
Merit to his Miſtreſs, or his Prince, where all he can 


do is Duty, is a Rebel; but pray, Sir, how have you | 


deſerv'd me — You made Love to me, I ſuffer'd you — 
you look upon the Sun, and enjoy the benefit; wou'd 


it not be Impudence for that Reaſon only to claim a 


Property in nt? | Val. 
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The Husband's Cure. 41 

Vol. Beauty, Madam, muſt be like its Parent 
Light, diffuſive to all Mankind; tho' I can't Purchaſe, 
or lay a Claim to it; if my Eyes are ſtrong enough, 
and if 1 think it worth my leifure, I may gaze at the 
Sun and a fine Woman all Day ; — you are moſt beau- 
tiful yes we both know it, and admire it per- 
fectly —— are you diſpleas'd that I can't flatter you? 

reals your Glaſs for the ſame reaſon - - how often 
have I confeſs'd my Tongue unable to experi the Ideal 
Images of my Fancy, when I conſider you; all. I beg 
of you is, not to put me to a lingring Death, either 
to turn me abſolutely away, or receive me as your 
own i 
Arab. 1 tell you this Struggle ind your Liberty 
makes me ſuſpect your Love you wou'd not be 
weary, but proud of your Chains, if you were pleaſed 

with your Service. 

Vol. What further Proofs cou'd you require» — 

Arab. On, Ten thoufand, Sir. 

1 /-/. What are they, teach me, and make me e juſt 
| fich a Lover as you'd have me. 

Arub. If von can anſwer faithfully to the following 
Charge —— If you never had one wavering Thought; 
if you are dumb and tremble when you fee your Miſ- 
trels ; if you faithfully believe all her Imperfections and 
D:fe&s to be Graces and Virtues, every Word ſhe 
ſpeaks Wit, every Sigh ſhe breathes a Perfume; her Eyes 
Stars, her Lips Rubies, her Teeth Pearl, and her Neck 
Nabafter : If you can't anſwer directly nor properly to 
any Queſtion, nor eat your Meat without cutting your 
Fingers, nor look on any other Object with Delight; 
nor dream, talk, think, wiſh, hope, defire, or have re- 
gard for any thing but he Þ'll allow you may be 
inroll'd in the Lift of that ſishing Soldier) that {ces 
under Cupid's Banner — 


Vol. Muſter me, Madam, Matter me; if 1 don't do 


my Duty 
Arab. l'm afraid you wou'd only take a little Shelter 
from your Creditors. a Guard Faggot; ſo has a Robin 
Red. breaſt flown into my Bolom t to Fee it elf from 
. Ha WK — | | 777 | 
7 


42 The Wife's Relief: Or, 
Vol. I ſhow'd rather have believ'd the little Flatterer Þ 
like me, had been in Love with thoſe ſnowy Orbs, and 


Arab. Ah Gallant- N 
Vol. But, Madam, I wou'd marry you, and if 1 
_ cou'd give a ſtronger Proof, I migut ſay : 
Arab. That, that wou'd be lying in Priſon to pay 


gloriouſly reſolv'd at once to Taſte and Die —- 
that was a Flight. 


your Debts ; ſome obſtinate Fools indeed have done {o-.- 
what, wou'd you ſue in Forma Pauper? 
Vol. I find 1 have been all along deceiv'd — You 


are for a Blaze, Hyde. Park —— Gilt Chariots, Drawing- 
Rooms, and Front-Boxes; or perhaps a Page and a Co- 
Arab. Right; I muſt have my Aſſemblies, Tea-Ta- 
bles, Viſiting-Days, and a Title—-a Title wou'd make 
every thing ſo becoming —— Indeed when my Name 
is chang'd, you may expect at leaft to find Right Ho- 


nourable before it 


Arab. Ay, what is Life without it? 


V4. Your Lover then, Madam, muſt ſacrifice to your 
Vanity ; court you with an Equipage ww... 


Vol. Oh, the raviſhing Contemplation to have ix 1 


brawny Fellows, each fit for a Grenadier, dragging ® 
| backward the gilded Machine, while the foggy Beaſts 


ſweat with their idle Load. 


Arab. Ves — one appears ſo bright haſp'd in the 


of Flowers. | 


Vol. While you like Cytberæa drawn in your fictiti- 


midft of painted Cupids, with Chains of Roſes, and Nets 


ous Heav'n, attract all Eyes and charm the gazing Mul- 


titude = ER 


Arab. And now what Lure have you to call me down | 


from this bright Heav'n, that ſatisfies my Wiſhes, and 


indulges all my Vanity — our Sex's Idol —— Why | 


Love, you'll ſay; Love's an imaginary rural Boy —— 
Nurs'd up in Cottages, and bred to Servitude —— ft 


only to attend your filly Poetical Shepherd, or the Du/- 


cinea of a Romance. 


Vol. Il own I am miſtaken, fair one l ew in my 
deceiv'd Fancy, the Image of Arabella — as of a Wo- | 
man, with all her Sexs Charms, without their Lev! 
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The Husband's Cure. 43 
ty — One whoſe Virtue, like her Beauty, was above the 
little Decorations of Art — Unſully'd with the varniſh of 


Form or Faſhion, therefore at that pure Shrine [ Pre” 
ſum'd to offer up a Heart faithful and honeſt, 


Arab. Ah! no more of this, it makes me Gick : Can: 5 


ou believe that after I have once taken it in my Head, 
to Side-glaſs it in the Park, or ſanter in a Drawing. 
Room, I ſhall ever deſcend to become plain Mrs. Jo. 
/atil? when I muſt be content to tradge it on foot, 
tuck'd up under a Riding-Hood, like an Exchange-Wo- 5 
man, or a City-Midwife; and upon à Sunday Evening, 
in good Weather, fetch a Walk: for three Hours in ſome 
odious publick Gardens, or the Park, among Tradeſ- 
mens Wives and Lawyers Clerks: And when I have 
beat upon the Pebble till I am fick and weary, be 
cramb'd into a dirty Hack, and lugg'd Flome by a2 
brace of Skeletons, the perfect ſimilitude of Pharaoh's 
lean Kine —— Oh 'tis a ſhocking Reflexion. 
Viol. Dear Madam, don't afflict your ſelf with theſs 
J horrible Ideas You are not the firſt fine Woman an 
J honeſt Fellow has loſt, by having a gilt Chariot for his 
Rival —= I'II try if the Dice will uſe me kinder than 
you have done — Il court them, for ſince tis in their 
power to purchaſe me Arabella's Heart, that is, a Title 
and W [ ought to addreſs 'em inſtantly 
[Exit Vol. 
Arab. So, I think 1 have 2Qed hs Fop pretty art- 
fully, tho' my Heart was ready to betray me every 
Moment: O' my Conſcience, if I had my Fortune in 
my Power, I ſhou'd run away with this Fellow, tho' I 
liv'd upon Bread and Butter, and Kiſſes; tho' Poverty, 
Matrimony, and the terrible Example of poor 5 
fare me full in the Face Ah! Couſin 
Enter Cynthia. 
00 th. What's the matter Miſtreſs, your Blood mantles 
fo 0 er your Checks ? What has redden'd you thus ? 
Arab. I have us'd poor Volatil barbarouſly ; but I 
fear he will live to be reveng'd of ne 
Cynth. You don't intend to Marry him? 
Arab, Naturally gueſs'd — I fear 1 do 
_ Cynth, He' s not worth a Groat—— 


Arab. 


—— — — — —  —  —  —— 


vent to my Thoughts I muit burſt. 


cognita =» 


warm'd the Liver of a 


muſt ti 
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44 TheWife's Relief: Or, 
47 Confeſs'd — Bat Fate — Deſtiny will have it ſo. 


Cyzth, Your Fortune won't be a ſuperſſuous Mainte. 
nance for a Family. | 


Arab. True; but where Content attends a Compe- 
_ tency ; more is unneceſſary. 


Cynth. Ah pretty! Lovers are always Philoſophers. 
Arab. Oh! he has a thouſand, thouſand Charms; 


- Come i in, and 1 ll give you the Detail of em, for I ſhall Þ 
talk of nothing but him theſe three Hours. 


SC ENE II. The Fore-Room of the room. Porter: 


[ Exeunt. 


Euter Riot and Volatil. 
Riot. I ſwell with Imagination, and if 1 don't give 


Hol. Come, Sir, disburthen your ſelf unload your 


Cargo. 
Riot. Tam a tall Ship bowed for the Fortunate Iſlands, 
Top and Top- Gallant, I faith. 


Vol. Be not fo vain; I've known may a ſtout Veſſel 


wreck'd in fight of Harbour : But Pr'ythee What occa- 
ſions this out o' the way Elevation ? | 


Riot. The Wench, the Wench, my Boy. 
Vol. Ay, the Privateer you have been chaſing — 
Riot. Is come in, bas ſtruek Sail. has made me 


Lord of her Mediterranean, Maſter of her Terra In- 


Pol. What, bel! 


Neot. Ves, Arabella; ſoft, freſh a _ as erer 


mper'd Non Con. 
de.] How he ſtrikes my Soul 
e my Concern 


but 7 


Vl. 1 


Riot No, but we have 3 the matter; this is the 
joyful Evening: twelve the happy Hour — I am to {teal 


to her at dead of Night, as Miſers viſit their Gold: 
there's to be no Light but her Eyes, and not the leal! 


word or. noiſe, unleſs a rapturous Sigh may break its 


way — the pretty Gipſy loves to ſteal her Pleaſure, and 
I muſt indulge her, you know, for my own fake. What, 
you don't ſeem to reliſh my good Fortune, Volatil. | 


-Well, and you have ba 


Dol. Reliſh it, yes wh all my Soul; I envy Lhe? 
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The Husband's Cure. 4 5 
But you are miſtaken, Sir, you have not made this 
Appointment with Arabella. 
Riot. No am I awake? | 
Vel. Tis impoſſible, and he that affirms it is a — 
ſhe is ſo beautiful ſhe muſt be Chaſe — at leaſt ſo 1 
believ'd her - | 


Riot. Rech, what a Pox are you in this Heat for? e 


if you have a mind to the Girl, ſhe'll be my Wife in a 


little time, that is, I ſhall be weary of ber — or if 


_ not, there will be enough for us both 
Vel. No; I deſpiſe her — all her Sweets are gone. 


Riot. I warrant ſhe'l] reliſh ne' er the worle, my Boy, 
he delights to grow like a fair Flower in a publick 


Garden. 
Hol. To be taſted by every Drone cas buzzes round 


her-— but Lask thy Pardon, Riot, I believe thy Story 


true, tho' I confefs it ſhock'd me 


Riot. No more, you'll be ſecret, Sir, a Lady's Fa- 
vours ſhould be Sacred. | 


Vel. Nothing that's common can be ſo— But come, 


lel's in and try Fortune's Bounty, I think the Compa- 
ny's come 


Enter Spitfire and Y. Cath. 
Sprif. What, have you been at it, Sir? 


Y. Caſh. At it, Sir — yes, I have been at it, Sir — I am 


ſtrip'd, Sir — flrip'd of every Farthing — Dot think, Spie- 
fre, I can't borrow a ſmall! Sum upon this Head of mine? 

Fit,. Yes, if You "1 let em have the Brains fort the 
een, 

Y. Cab. Ah you Joker, but I can't ſpare * em at 
preſent— that wretched Knave Sadilis ſiamp'd me 
out of two Sixes, and twenty five Guineas my laſt 
Stake — What is that Fellow, will he Fight, I don't 
like his Looks — but he bluſters like a great Storm — 

Spitf. Ay Squire, Times are ſweetly chang'd with him 
ſince we us'd to drink together at honeit J 7 * eethread's, 
be play'd well and with Judgment at Putt; he plays all 

the Game --- He bit a Hackney-Coachman of his Li- 


cence at All-fours, which he has miraculouſly puſh'd up 
He 


to a Tumbril ——- and twenty thouiand Pounds. 
Fas then a Journey: man Tonſor, no More 


if ſhe ſmiles upon you like your Miſtreſs, 
you'll ſweep all the Stakes. e 
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46 
F. Ca. Good lack, ſhall we ſmite him, Sp: 7 3 
Gad let us ruſh in and raiſe Contributions, ö 
Spitf. No, my brave Hector of Troy, no — that is not 
Prudent; we are not firong enough to pretend to levy Þ 
Vi & Armis — Did you obſerve Sir Hannibal Rub, that 
| moſt induſtrious eloquent Knight; he has rais'd himſelf 
to much more than the Fortune of a German Prince, 
from being a poor Se/quipedalian Rag holder only; an 
_ inſignificant Subſequent to a few Globes of Lignum Vitæ. 
V. Cas. Why you nip like a Flea; bite like the North- 
wind; thou Satyrical little Grain of Muſtard-ſeed — } 
Spitf. But what provokes me is, the Rogue denies his 
Parents, and calls himſelf by the Name of the Country 
Where he was born; tho' his Father was known to be an 
honeſt bawdy Porter that ply'd at Vill's; and his Mo- 
ther is yet to be ſeen, a good careful Matron in a cold 
Winter's Evening, fitting in her Wooden Chair, prudent- 3 
ly. turn'd from the Weather, crouching over a little 
Charcoal Fire in an Earthen Cullender, upon which 
ſtands a ſmall Tin Kettle ſimmering of Apples —— } 
and this ungracious Thief drives every Day by her 


become of Dick Handicraft? 


The Wife's Relief Or, 


Stall, regardleſs of the Womb that bore him. 
V. C244. You are ſevere, very ſever — 


 Spirf. Poor Dich, he had an ill Run juſt before the 
Act, and Fortune has ſet him down in the very Cellar 
where ſhe took him up — and there you may ſee him 
over a Pot of Mellow Beer, playing a Party at Picket 
with one of his own quondam Chair- men, tho' every) 


Body muſt own he has poliſh'd that Celebrated Cave, 


and refin'd their Diverſions: For now the neighbouring ? 
Oyſter- women, Porters, Grooms, and all the Iafantry 
of the Braſs-Button meet there always (except on Opera 
Nights) to Play at Baſſet and OmbrGqGee. 
VF. Cafh. But why did not you come into the Meaſures 
of your old Acquaintance, my Man of Fire, Hah! | 

Spitf. Sir, I had rather wear theſe Rags, and a good! 
Conſcience, than be' the wealthieſt Bucaneer amongſt em. 
v. Caſh. Come let's in, Bam the Knaves, Mutiny, 


Sweep the Board and Bruſh. ” 5 
| Spitf. No, no, — Pox o' the Raggamuffins; if they 


What 13 N 
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ere all tranſported to the Weſt.- Indies, we Gentlemen 
night be ſecure of our Lives and our Fortunes, 
F. Ca/h. Spitfre, I muſt have Mony ſomewhere, ſo go 
oa and tell my Uncle tis for my Honour, and muſt not 
be refuſed — in the mean time I'Il ſtep in and play away 
Iny Watch, my Coat, and ſome ſuperfluous Things. 


Spitf. By that time you come to your Shirt, I'll be | 


with you again. [Exeurt F. Call and Spitfire. 
noo. OS RT {oo 5 


Riot. Oh curſed, curſed Fortune! thou Mother of | 
Fools, and Nurſe of Avarice, what a ſtupid Wretch am 


Five hundred pieces of Aurum Palpabile — — 


zs good Gold as ever viſited, Madam, Juſtice in a Bribe 
All thrown off in fifteen Minutes, to the melancho- 
Ih Tune of Duce-Ace —— Ha, ha, ha, this is meny 


L very merry — Yes, I am pleaſed mightily with 
I the Whim —— Oons what a Dog —— a Natural —— 


n Idiot — a — Ay, P11 provide me a Slavering-bib, 
and a Rattle fill'd with Dice, to divert me— a Driveller 


Ls] am. ---: „„ 8 

SS Enter Volatil, faking his Gold. 5 
Vol. So, ſo, one thouſand Guineas ready Caſh, two 

hundred Pounds in Bills, and one hundred Pounds upon 

Honour from Jom Drybones and my Lord Littleavit — 


The Dice, in two or three Nights like this, will be out : 


o my Debt: Fortune, I thank thee, thou has repaid 


me for the Loſs of that frail Beauty; well repaid me, 
tow my Succeſs no ſooner flies thro' the Town, but I ſhall 


ind Reſpe& and Countenance again; Mens Eyes will 
coul no more upon me as a contemptible poor Dog — 
| ſhall be careſs'd again now by ſome of my old fliff 


Acquaintance, that us'd to bruſh by me with an half Eye, 
and a buſy Sir your Servant: I ſhall be levee'd, viſited, 


courted, ay, and now I can cat without 'em, perhaps in- 
vited to Dinner too; but I am reſolv'd to be very haugh- 
ty to my Superiors, and humble to thoſe below me —— 
What, gnawing thy Kauckles, feeding upon thy Paws 
ke a Bear in Winter? „ 5 

Riot. Chewing the Cud only —— U have loſt all my 


Mony, Fack, thou haſt had a fortunate Night. — Have 


you done Play? | 
Vol. 
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Il not tempt the little Gentlemen again OW 


Beauty- buying 


loſe my Miſtreſs 


Vol. Yes; I will have the Grace to tie up this ting 


thou glorious Off:pring of Phœbus, welcome thou gaudy 


Stranger to my Arms EV — s more * thall 
thy Father's Beams. DG | 


Riot. What, in Raptures! 


Vol. Yes, Sir, welcoming home theſe wandring Prod 

divats — Oh Gold — Gold — thou King-creating-4 
Virtue-giving Deity ; for thee the! 
Soldier bleeds, the Courtier flaners, the Miſer ſtarves, 
the Farmer ſweats, the Lawyer lies; thou art the Duty of? 
Children, Fidelity of Friends, Loyalty of Subjects, Pie. 
ty of Hypocrites, Zeal of Bigots, Humility of Prieſts, 
Integrity of Stateſmen, and Juſtice of Magiſtrates; in 
mort, the great Hinge of mutual Commerce, and Bond 
of Society 


Riot. Heyday — 


Vol. You don't hear me complain - 
keep me warm 


I was reſolved to ſecure all, and left the Temptation. 


© Riot. If J had but two hundred Pieces now, ſome of 
thy lucky Mony might bring me home ——— beſides I 


have a Fancy 1 ſhall ſtrip old Circumciſion ———— 


Vol. But hold, you forget the 2 that expects you, 


is not this the Hour? | 
Riot. Ay, my Bell, my Fairy 


tua! 
an Ebb of Courage, I muſt recover my Mony, tho' ! 


another Opportunity. 
Vol. Tf the does give thee another Opportunity, ſhe ha! 


not ſo much Gall as a Pidgeon -—= Be aſſur'd ſhe wi 
reſent It, and purſue thee with a lighted Woman's Mz 
lice- 


Think on that. 


Riot. Pho, pho, there is no compariſon i in this Cale 


Goldi is a real Good, Woman an ima gina 
Olle; 


what an Oration 1s how! in praiſe 
of a little Dirt; thondieys == what have you won —— 1 
ſomething to 
left off too When a freſh Game- 
ſter came in — as rich as the Grand Signior, a Jew) 
he throws about his Gold like a Madman —— but 


Pox, I can't 
think of her now ; this is the 9 1 ſhould be pune] 
But my ill Luck has funk me down to ſuch 


Pox, what is the Loſs of my! 
Miſtreſs to my Mony, Man; let her go, I ſhall have 


ones 


recov 
a pal 
bears 
Bell. 
Vo. 


neat]: 


dully 
der V 
of yo 
and ſi 
to be 

Ri, 
Hark 
for tl 
ſhall 


The Husband's Cure. 


one; I have loſt the ready Caſh, and this Moment I muſt 


recover it, or never — In this Hand Avarice, in this 


a painted Baby Ah! Gold is the Heavier, and 
bears me away without my own Conſent 
Bell, ſhe muſt gnaw the Sheets. | 


Vol. Methinks I ſee the melting, lovely Wanton 
neatly diſh'd out; her little white, round, ſnowy Breaſts 
— riſing faſt with thick low Sighs, the lazy Minutes 


dully creep away, while warm Deſires, ſoft Wiſhes, ten- 
der Murmurs, waſte all the tedious Night in Expectation 
of your coming — ſure thou wer't nurs'd among Rocks, 


and ſuckled by Tigers -——— Gad, tis a Barbarity not 


to be forgiven. 


Riot. Come, I find you are full of Joy and Love 
Harkee, lend me 200 Guineas, you ſhall have the Gir! 
for the Intereſt; that is, if you will be faithful, you 


ſhe never can know you ——— _ 
Vol. Are you in earneſt ? 
Riot. Yes. 


ſhall be my Deputy —— ſupply my Place —— the 
Night favours you - - and our Conditions are ſuch, 


Fel. "Tis a Bargain, there are Bills for the Mony. 


Riot. Done — you love the Sport as well as 1 


beſides, you ſeem to have a warm Inclination to the Girl, 


and therefore are at preſent beiter prepar'd ; if you are a 
Man of Honour, you'll keep our Articles, which will 
prevent her from diſcovering the Cheat 


Vel. J will not breathe a Whiſper,tho' my Heart burſts | 


with ſwelling Joy. 


Rif. Thus, by thy means, the Girl and I ſhall meet 


hereafter and be merry —— take this Key, it conducts 
you the back way into the Houſe, the Servants are in 


Bed — the firſt Door on the right Hand in the Gallery 


leads to the kind Nymph's Apartment. Adieu 
we'll meet and laugh to-morrow ——— How the poor 


Wench was cozen'd ——— [ll to the e - Re- 
member not to ſpeak, but be as great a Glutton as you 


pleaſe, 


Vol. If I am not, may I be converted to be a Singing- 
Bird; the Puniſhment of an Eunuch light on me 
[4hbxe.] How came I to fanſy that little wicked piece 
of Fleſh and Blood a 8 — Well, I have loſt a 


Wife 


* 
7 


Poor 


— 
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Wife and found a Miſtreſs — a happy Change — es 
Y es, Ara- | 


my Stars are wantonly bountiful to Night. 
Bella, you're to be had without an Equipage it ſeems —— 


I thank thee, thou haſt wak'd me from t he Dream of f 
Ves, I will 8 in bliſs | 


Love to the real Enjoyment. 

ful Beauty. 

Oh, wwou'd thoſe momentary Raptn res laſt 
Which ave in Beauty's Banquet faintly taſte; 
Poetick Tales wou'd then be abell allow'd, 

For God's micht love, and envy Fleſh and Blood. 

. Enter Young Caſh, followed by Slur. 
Slur. Hold. Sir - I have not pad me. 
Y. Caſh. What is it? 

Sur. Fifty Pound, I'll change your Bill. 

V. Caßb. Damm ye; I ce it you? 
8lur. I don't know ye. 


v. Caſb. You're an ignorant Senn Gut Wed) you a | 


have me inſtruct you at the Expence of an Ear, or a Cut 
N croſs the Noſe - J am in a curſed Humour, Friend. 


_ Slar. I indulge you this Liberty, and am paſſiyc of 1 
2 few hard Words, in complaiſance to your ill Fortune 
But don't be laucy, For you know J mult be paid, 9 


and foflantly. - | 
V. Capb, Pert, faith, very pert 3 1 like you - You 
have a ſmart Cock with your Hat, are a tole erable Ora- 
tor, ſpeak boldly and clear, and have a reſolute Air 
Vu len you make your Demands 


„Hel he! 


Shur. Put your little Mirth, that Baſtard af your Fol- 


Iy, to Nurſe to your Pride, and let the bloated Idiot 
giggle at the Noiſe of his own Bells: But I tell thee, 
thou infipid Wretch, 
10 carry off thy Noſe, yes thy Noſe and Ears, I'll le- 


vel thy Face, and make that Lumber-houſe thy Head as 


| . V 

- [Slar draws, Caſh runs to the Extremiiy of the Hare, 
Y. Cafo. Pho, pox put up your Lark-ſpit — Sheath 
your Tooth-pick and your Paſſion, and know this is not 
2 convenient Place — What, draw in the Verge? T am 
aſham'd of you: You a Courtier —- Sir, 'tis impoſlible 


» fight here, we ſhall be . you know it — What 
| wou'd 


Yet after all tis | 
a thouiand Pities ſo pretty a Fellow ſhould be a Thief 


I'll be paid before we part, or | 
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wou'd I give now that it were in my Power inſtantly to 
anſwer you, to charge your Anger in its full Force, and 
make our Hilts meet at every Paſs: Egad thou art a Fel- 
low of Fire, a little too much Fire, it it were but tem. 
pered with ſome Phlegm. „ . 

Slur. Puppy -] cou'd make e a Football of thee. 
Well, Sir, but ſince 'tis ſo, and Es 12 
reſolve to dil charge this Debt with your Sword, let me 


know when and where you'll pay it. 


V. Ca/h. Ha with all my Heart, my Bali of 
Wild Fire; your own Time and Place, Boy. 
Slur. Then we'll inſtantly take a Hack and drive 0 


Hyde-Park, "tis Moon-Light, and no Body will prevent us. 


Y. Caſh. Lookee now, you're ſo hafly, fo hot; why, 
a Man never makes a regular Paſs in a Paſſion [ 


have conſidered it, and if we fight upon this Account 


Tranſportati ion is the Won d, have you read the late Act 
tis againſt the Naked Letter of the Law — No. no; we 


muff make it a Rencounter ſometime hence in the Streets, 


upon a concerted Joltle, or io That's our way 
Slur. You are ſo rank a Raſcal, without any Ceremony 


at all 1 II warm my Fingers and Heels thus and th * 


[ Kicks and full. him by the Noo, 
Y. Caſh. „ why now if I were as Pa * 


Honate as you, here wou'd be fine Work — One 07 gur 


Souls muſt have broke Priſon, that's certain — but *cis 
very well, Sir —now | owe you fifty Found and a Kicking, 
Shur. You'll as ſoon pay the Beating as the Mouy; | 


Hold, Sir, this is not all —— I have not done with you, [ 


muſt now gently graſp you by the Gu: mon. of your 


Face - lead you nd the Room thin, and he 
yoa to the good Company. 

V. Cas. Ah dear Sur — Pr Ycheer now let this mat- 
ter go no further don't let us e expoſe our ſelves for a 
Couple of quarrelſom Blockheads III pay thy Bill 
to morrow, Mun Pr'ythee let it be a Secret 

Sar. Well — upon that Conſderation! forbear car- 
but if you fail to-morrow, 
do ye hear, Þ'll clap a Ring i in your Noſe, and lead you 
round the Streets with a Drum belore you, like a Baar 
on a Holiday. | 

YT, Calo. Ha! ha! — ou are the ae 3 Perſon, 

2 And 
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Friend — = 
Spitf. Ay, I know by what means you came to pur- 


ſerv'd my Apprenticeſhip 


_—— — —— —  — ———————————— ——— — ——— ————— 


and have the happieſt Companions — Hah ! who's that, 


Spitfire? — By all that's great and good 'tis he — 
Now will I ſet my little Bull dog at this Beaſt, and he 


mall worry him. Spizfre, where's the Mony ? 
0G. NF Gn. -- 


S§pitf. Not a Jack, Sir — your Uncle ſays you muſt 
pay your Debts with your Sword, he has purchas'd you a 
Title to Courage, and you muſt live upon that. _— 

VF. Cafh. What does the old Put mean? I muſt have 

Mony, and I will have Mony — Or I'Il break open his 


Cheſts; Burn his Bank-Bills, — melt his Plate, tear his 


Notes, and ſpend his Eftate before his Face — ! He, he— 
what do you Grin at? [To Slur.] This Fellow, Spitfire, 


has been very Familiar with me, you muſt kick him — 
[Spitfire fruttirg up to Slur.] What may you mean, my 


pretty Infant of Fortune, by affronting that Gentleman? E 
he is a Man of Honour, and my Friend ñ 


$lur. Then 1 have kick'd a Man of Honour and your 
you ſee I am a Man of Honour too. 


chaſe that Title — you were always a ſaucy Cub, a for- 


ward Boy — you began with robbing Children of their 
Bread and Treacle, and Blind old Women of Nuts and 
Gingerbread ; from thence I trac'd you to the Marble- 


boards, Nineholes, and Cups and Balls in More-Field;-—— 


Then you advanc'd to a Link-Boy, and pickt Drunkards 
Pockets — When a good Booty ſet you up and made you 


acquainted with Hazard — which promoted you to the 
Groom-Porters — and made you a Man of Honour, 
V. Coa/h. Ah my little Pot-gun at him, at him.— 
Slur. Thou little Lump of vile Scandal, tis wel! 


known I had a handiom younger Brother's Fortune, and 


commenc'd a Sharper in Form, from having regularly 
as a Bubble- | 
Spitf. Don't be too brisk, too alert — 


You'll be 


| hang'd; Why don't I remember your Birth, your Pa- 
rentage, and your Education; and can't I give a very 


good Gueſs at your End? Now but that I am defirou: 


the Concluſion ſhould orderly follow the Premiſes — 1 
would cut your Throat, Sirrah, and rob honeſt. Paul of 
the Profits of your dying Speech. | 


Slur. Thou troubleſome Vermin, I won't ſpit thee 


becauſe I have not a Needle, but I'll give thee a-Fillip | 


. 
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or two — a taſte of that Gentleman's Supper. 
[Strikes him. 

Spitf. I can't very well reach you, Sir, but you'll ac- 
cept it as I can give it. [Strikes him again and draws. 
Now 'Squire you ſhall ſee me take him in I lanconade 
Ha, ha. | 

v. Caſh. Od —I don't like this work — hens will be 
Miſchief — I'll march off in time. [Eæit V. Caſh. 

I clur puts by his Thrufl, takes hin up by the Middle an 
- hangs him by his Belt againſt the ſide of the Stage. 

Slur. Thou art a moſt Heroick Pigmy, and here I'll 
leave thee in this terrible Poſture of Defence, like the 
Sign of the Gladiator, to entertain the next Paſſengers 

Spitf. Rogue — Coward — take ſuch an Advantage of 
a Gentleman, come but within reach of my Sword, Flt 
flit your gutling Pipe—Pl! be through your Midrift, 

Slar. Ha, ha — bloody minded Waſp; Sir, I make 
bold to take my leave, I am your moſt obedient Servant 
by that time you have been three hours Pendent in this 
Poſture, 1 preſume you may have digeſted your Spleen. 

| [E xi; 

Spirfe. Help, help, Conftables mes Watch — Neigh- 
bours — Squire — Let me but down — let me but down 
to cut that Rogue's Wezon — and III be content to be 
hung up again during Pleaſure and pelted with 
Catſticks like a Cock at Shrovetide 

Enter Riot half Dr un. 

Riot. What a damn'd Night have I made on't, I have 
loſt my Mony, my Miſtreſs and my Senſes, and nothing 
left to comfort me— but my Wite — and to ſay Truth, 
the is a terrible Bleſſing — Well, tis a great Trial to be 
Marry'd 
Sßpitf. 8i Good Sir, one Word | 

Riot. Ay Sir — what's here, a Sword glittering ! —= 1— 
Then you are for a cool Thruſt by * 
Come on, Sir. [ Riot mates a Paſs or tas at Spitſire. 

Spirzf, For Heav'n ſake, Sir — what, will you Murder 
me; If I were upon plain Ground you durſt not uſe me 
thus —— No, you durſt not for your Soul. | 

Riot. You lie, Sirrah, I am deſperate; I am Mar- 
ry'd, you Dog, and dare do any thing. 

Spit, sir, dear * 85 deliver me, you ſee Iam 

C 3 moſt 
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Nor can ſhethink upon ſo foul a Rape, 


dry as a Mummy— 
Simile you wou'd make upon that Occaſion, ſhe wou'd : 
| droop like a fair Flower o'ercharg'd with Morning Dew. 


06 The V. fes Relief: Or, 
That jeſts with Miſery, and mocks th' Unhappy. 


Sir Triſt. Don't be hot What, Iam in earneſt, T 


ave a little Wench at home to diſpoſe of — Adod if you 
Marry her, and make a good luſty handſom Settlement 
For I can't part with a ſingle Sixpence, not 
a Groat— You havea very plentiful Eſtate of your own, 
and want no Additions ;—— why then I'll fave your Life, 
I've intereſt enough to do it— You ſhan't be hang'd this 
What do you ſtare ſo for? You have 

ſeen my Neice— —— 


upon her 


Bout, that's all 


Hor. Teraminta ? 


Sir Trift. Ay, Teraminta; why ſhe is a juicy, plump, 


wanton young Baggage; a very clever Mould, as pretty 


a Thing to breed out of as is to be purchas'd in Town, 


= Hir. I know ſhe ſooner would eſpouſe her Grave: 


J robb'd the lovely Maid of Valentine, 


Ves, barbaroully tore him from her Arms: 

Nature muſt be abhorrent tothe Thought  _ z 

Sir Trift, Abhorrent—— a Fiddleſtick; 'tis true you ? 
kill'd a young Fellow ſhe lik'd, and one that was in Love * 

with her; and is it not your Duty, think you, to help her 

to another? Let me tell you, Sir, 'tis a Debt you're 

oblig'd to pay in Honour —— Ik 


Hor. Thy groveling Soul clings to her kindred Earth, 


And Intereſt is thy only God and Guides 
ZBut know, old doting Miſer, Teraminta 


Mourns with inceſſant Tears her murder'd Love, 


But it muſt ſhake her tender Frame with Horror. 

Sir 77. She think on't——alas ! 
my Property, I have as much Right to diſpoſe of her, 
az my Horſe, my Houſe, or my Mony--I may lett her, {ell 
her, lend her, or transfer her, like my Bax#-ftock, What 


has her Will and Pleaſure to do in the Cale ? I warrant, : 


if ſhe were to have her Will, ſhe wou'd weep her ſelf as 
Ay, I know now what ſort of a 


Hah! is it not ſo in Heroicks? Come, Sir, come, let 


us talk plain honeſt Senſe and Reaſon: marry her, and 


I'll engage your Life ſhall be ſafe. 
Hor. And muſt I then add Perjury to Murder! 


| Have you not heard my plighted Vows are given? My 


Why, ſhe is 


— — 1 
— — 
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My Faith, my Heart is bright Aurelia s Due; 
Tis all the Wealth the weeping Virgin boaſts, 
And while this Breath and Earth communicate, 
Shall be irrevocably her | 
Sir 77%. Good lack! deeply in Love; poor Creature 
— then it muſt go hard with you—— a Lover is, as 1 
take him, a ſort of an obſtinate Rhodomontado Wretch, 
that declares War againſt all his Senſes ; a little inclin'd 
to Poetry, very lazy, and always talks in blank Verſe— 
Well, you are reſolved to die a Martyr —— The triple 
Tree has not born a Lover a great while; tis a new ſort 
of Fruit. What now, ſhall the Doctor make a Speech 
ſor you, or will you indite one your ſelf, directed for the 
Ordinary of Newgate; you muſt write a pretty Style. 
Hor. Forbear your ſcurril Mirth, tis moſt Inhuman 
Thus to diſturb the Quiet of a Wretch e 
Who never wrong'd you . . 
Sir 7%. And you will not be tempted, tho' to ſave 
four Life, to hearken to my Propoſals?s?s?? 
Hor. The Sun is not ſo fix d as my Refolves, 
Rather to die than injure my Aurelia. 
Sir Trift. Pretty Romantick Infant; I like it ſtrangely, 
fond of thy Bubby and Rattle— Do, do, dangle, dangle; | 
thou wou't not be the firſt Idiot that has gone out of the _ 
World for a piece of green Tallow. Exit Sir Triſt. 
!!!.. Ons RUM. - 
Hor. Oh my Aurelia, if there can be Joy 
Neighbour to ſo much Grief, I'll give it all 
To bleſs this bounteous Viſit; if my Eyes 
Flow not with mutual Tears, tis that my Heart 
Wou'd bid thee Welcome, and diſdains to own 
There can be any thing but Joy with thee. 
Aur. Tears are too open Witneſſes of Grief; 
Then when the ſullen Mind broods o'er Deſpair, 
And nurſes Melancholy, till the ſwoln Heart, 
O'er-charg'd with Wailing, burſts ; then, then we Mourns 
Such Sorrow weu'd I pay thee, ſuch thy Love ny 
Deſerves; thy unexampled Conſtancy. _ — 
Hor. Be thrifty of thy Tears till I am dead, 
Then let thy precious weeping Fountains rain 
On my cold Grave; ſo ſhall I riſe again, | 
And in the ſweet Diſguiſe of a fair Flower 
| | = - | Salute 


— 


— —— 
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Salute the Spring, that gave me Life and Odour, 
Aur, Twou'd be unjuſt, I muſt no longer hide it. 

Know thou art Happy, Happy, my Horatio, 

If Life, or Love, or Liberty can give it; 

Thuy Stars are gentle to thee, many Days 

And Years are yet between us, and that Hour 

Which muſt diſſolve our Love with our laſt Breath. 

Hor. Is Valentins alive! 

Aur. He lives, his Wound was never dangerous, 5 

ö Tho that old Brute, Sir Friftrum, brib'd the Surgeom 
To ſwear 'twas Mortal But another Fee 
Made him confeſs the Truth, and lead me where 
I ſaw your Friend, who ſeem'd ſurpriz'd to hear 
You were impriſon'd for his Murder 
Hor. Oh hold, my Love; you will oppreſs my Sou 
With this vaſt weight of moſt ſurprizing Joy. 

Thou'ft ſavd thy Friend, thy ſelf thy Lover, all. 
Aur. Sir Triftrum's vile Machine is thus deſtroy a, 
And I have prov'd thy matchleſs Faith and Virtue. 

Hor. Again white Innocence and Peace return, 
Again the ſmiling Hours advance, and Love, 

And jair Aurelia, Crowns the happy Day 
Enter Keeper, © 
5 Sir, here's a judge's Warrant come down for 

Jour Diſcharge : It ſeems Mr. Valentine is out of Dan- 

He has likewiſe {ent his Service to you, and ſays 
re . have taken care for your Liberty ſooner, but that 
he was aſſur'd you were not confin'd — 

ee. "T's Well What barbarous Treatment have l 
had from this old uſurious Monſter Sir 7 ugh J ſhou'd 
do well to puniſh kim. 

Aur. He deſerves it moſt heartily. 

Hor. J have it already; I'll take him up e 
before he can hear 1 am diſcharg'd, with two or three of 
my Servants diſgui“ like Officers, upon pretence of ſome 
Practices againſtthe Government, and impriſon him in 
an empty Garret, where he will be under my proper 
Diſcipline ———— 

Aur. The Retaliation is joſt, let him ſuffer the Pang 
be gave; ycu'II find his little Soul fink under the! imagin d 4 
Scourge of Fortune. 

But fen. like thee, 6 uſily KNOW, 

Ur can endure 1 Fortunes rugged Broau. 


NI. 
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Who bears the Preſſure of his evil Fate | 
With an unſhaken Mind, is truly Great. [Exeunt, 
SCENE II. The Street. 

3 Enter Sir Triſtrum alone. . 
Sir Tri/t. When this Romantick Puppy gets out of Pri- 
ſon, which he mult quickly, for I ſhan't be able to con- 
ceal Valentine's Recovery much longer, he will certainly 
cut off my Noſe, and Marry Aurelia, as Tokens of his 
Gratitude to both of us ; ſo I muſt inſtantly Marry her 
to Bob, and Bind him over to the Peace; then he is diſap- 
pointed both ways. [Enter V. Caſh.] Oh, here comes 
my Ranter, tis high time he ſhou'd be Marry'd, to take 
down his Courage a little, I hear ſtrange Stories of him. 

v. Ca/h. Who's to be Marry'd in ſuch haſte, worthy 
Sir Triſirum? . 8 5 Hot 

Sir Tri/t. Drunk, as I live; he tumbles about like a 
Bowl. Come Bob, come along with me inſtantly, you 
young ſmart Rogue you, I'll provide a Licence, a Parſon, 
a Prayer-Book and a Ring, and knit you together in a 
Minute. „%%% NN 1 

V. C24. You're a deſigning old Prig, I'll bear your 
Deſpotick Power no longer; I'Il not be Noos'd 77 
deny'd me Mony to pay my Soldiers, ua that done like 
Cailins ? But d'ye hear, mend your Manners, or I'll bind 
your Tallies into Faggots, light *em with your Bank-Bills, 
and burn you in the midit of'em.—T']l Singe your Beard 
withExchequer-Notes,for an Example to all Stock- jobbers. 

Sir Tri/#. Bleſs me how Drunk he is. 

V. Ca/h. Drunk, Sir, what then? Drinking, Whos» 


ring and Fighting, are the diſtinguiſhing Marks of a fine 


Gentleman Come, open your Purle ſtrings, you old 
pA. don with the Duſt. „ 

Sir Trit, J renounce you; I'll ha' nothing more to do 
with you; you're a Raſcal; 11: beat no more Expence to. 
make a Gentleman of you; l'Il pay no more for your 
Dice and your Drinkings; I ſhall have the Surgeon's 
Bills brought home, and be forc'd to Bail you, and make 
Friends to the Recorder for a Reprieve-— but I'll ſee 
you hang'd firſt. „„ 


v. Caſb. That you ſnall and be at the Charge to 
Paint the Gallows top; nay, I'll have the City Mofick 
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play before me too, in Honour of their Deputy, Sir 77% 
trum; and l'll be hang'd in State, three Stories high, 
Uncle But firſt I'll cut your Throat to deſerve it. [Draws, 
Sir Tri/t. Bleſs us, defend us, Help, help. 
„ 
Shu How now ! what's the matter? 
Sir Trift. Ah Sir, — Here's an ungracious Bird of my 
own Neſt, wou' d Murder me. 
Slur. He won't ſure—Come, put up, Squire, put up. 
V. Cahb. You're a Gentleman, Sir, and I never re- 
KB fuſe a Gentleman any thing in Reaſon. 
| Sir 77ſt. Ah Sir, tis partly my own Fault; I niy ſelf 
F purchas'd him this Courage, which 'tis plain will ruin 
Þ him; for now heroars, and rants, and domineers : This 
4 Morning he triptup an old Pudding-Pye-Woman's Heels, 
for taking the Wall of him ——down fell all, the Chan- 
nel ran pure Cuſtard I thought I might take a Privi- 
lege, but he has no regard; is there no way to take him 
down again, and make him a Coward? 
Slur. Ves, Sir, there is; and if you'll pay a ſmall FE 
Debt of Honour he owes me, I'll undertake it. Y 
: Sir Tri/t. But fo that I ſhall have Good of him, that V 
he will be intirely Obedient, and not fly out. .Y 
Slur. Reward me as 1 deſerve, I'll leave it to your own 
 Generofity, _ 
Sir Trift. That is not the Thing, Friend ; but will you 
undertake intirely to un'courage him——diſ — courage 
him What ſhall I fay, ſettle him in Satu quo-an 
honeſt, ſimple, harmleſs, young Fellow. Indeed it was 
my Fault, my Ambition And if he ſhou'd come to an 
evil End, it wou'd lie upon my Conſcience. © 
Slur. Vil make him as tame as a Setting-Dog, and as 
pliant to the Word of Command, or Pl! break a Foreſt 
of Crab-Tree about him. 
Sir Tri. Ay that, that may 1 
Y. Caf. I don't like this F ellow— I'm afraid he has 
 killd Spitfire. 
Slur. No Sir, I left him upon the Tenter-Hooks, 
hung up like an old Sconce againſt the Hangings; and if | 
you don't obey this old Gentleman, you ſhall relieve bim 
Down, down, ask his Pardon. 
V. Caſo. His Pardon, Sir? Why ſe, Sir? 
8/ar, Nay then, let this go round. 


[Strikes him with the Flat of his Sword. 
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v. Cah. Prytheebe not ſo wrathful What —1 
do ask his Pardon. 
Slur. Swear to be Obedient, never more to Quarrel. | 
v. Caſb. Methinks you can't be ſo Ignorant, I own, 
I am, I am a Coward. 
Sir 7H. I don't know that; two or three Rubbers more, 
good Mr. Slur: Let me have enough for my Mony. 
Y. Cab. Dear Sir — kick me yourſelf, Sir--I hope 
that will convince you ſo, are you fatisfy'd f Am 1 
Patient and Obedient now? | 
Sir Tit. I thank you, Friend: Call on me at my Houſe, 
and PII talk further with you about taming this Brute. 
Slur. If he relapſes, you'll let me know it. 
Sir 77. Yes Sir, but I ſhall turn him to Graſs for a 
Month or two, let 'bim bite ſhort with his Friend Spit- 
fire--I'll have no more to ſay to him yet; and when he is re- 
ſtor'd to Favour he ſhall come upon his Knees. [ Z xz? Slur. 
* Ca/h. I value neither your Favour nor your Frowns 
and you may thank my Friend, Mr. Sur, that I 
did not ſlice you; Mr. S/ar I am greatly indebted to, I 
7 owe him ſome Obligations, which when I grow valiant 
247 without Noiſe I'll pay. [Exit V. Caſh. 
Sir Trif. This Mettle will coſt me as much to allay 
as quicken ; 'tis an ungrateful Blockhead; he has ſpoilt. 
all my Projects. 
Enter two of Horatio's Servants 4 ifpuis'd like Officers. 
I 1 Serv. Is your Name Sir Triftrum Caſh, Sir? 
Sir Trift. Yes, Sir, *tis, and what then, Sir? 
2 Serv. Then, Sar We have a Warrant from the See | 
cretary to ſecure you. 
Sir Triſt. Secure me, Friend go about your Buſineſs; 
go, you're miſtaken. 
1 Serv, No Sir, our Inſtructions are plain enough; 
vou may read the Warrant. 
Sir Trift. Well, well, I'll give you Bail What a pox 
is the Meaning of all this? Lam damnably frighted. 
2 Serv. Tis not Bailab'e, Sir, tis upon Sutpicion of 
high Treaſon; correſponding with the Enemy. 
__ SirTrif. How! Who ſwore againſt me? What Evi- 
dence ? 
1 Serv, We don't know, Sir; ; but they ſay they were 
A e of clumſy- fiſted Fellows, with long Swords; 
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they wore a great deal of foul Linen, broad Backs, thick 
Legs, and flat brawny Faces. 
Sir Trift. By all that's good I don't like the Evidence, 
*tis Ultra Marine— Well I muſt ſubmit, carry me where 
you pleaſe, Gentlemen but remember the 9 has not 
a more Loyal Subject in her Kingdoms. C Exeunt. 
Enter Volatil and Riot meeting. 


Niot. How now, Jack? Thou lookeſt as gay as the 
Morning; like a new Minifter at his firſt Levee. | 
Vol. Gay as Youth, Liberty, Health; brimful of Plea · 
ſure; every Atom in this ſolid Frame is pointed with Joy; 
give me Leave only to impart, or I ſhall burfc. 


Riot. What, ſhe prov'd a pleaſant Bedfellow, did ſhe? 


Fol. No T'Ilbe charitable and conceal it, for were 
it poſlible to make thee ſenſible of thy Loſs, thou muſt 
incontinently hang thy ſelf; tho' I ſhou'd be a Turk not 
to oun my Obligations — Twas a delicious Thief. 


Riot. I believe it was. 


Pol. I know it; Yet the raviſhing Remembrance i 18 
0 preſent to my Senſe, and joys my Soul. | 


Riot. You did not fee her ? 


Vol. No, nor ſpeak to her; to what Purpoſe! She was 
| fo beautiful in the Dark, twou'd have been Pity any Light 
or Voice ſhou'd interrupt us. 


Riot. I own my ſelf a ſtupid cox comb to loſe her ſo. 
Vol. J have had Women before, but never, never ſo 
delicatea Skirmi h- 
braces Not a Touch but had Erwin it. 
Riot. Tam a Raſcal. 


ID. Now wou'd ſhe ſteal her melting Lins to my warm. 


glowing Cheek—Not youthful Zephyrs, when they gent- 


y fan—the blooming Offspring of the vigorous God—19 
_ ſweetly kiſs, 
Riot. What curſed Fortune had I, to loſe all my Mo- 


WF. _ this delicate Morſel ? 


J. Now wou'd the whiſper amorous oY own and ſoſteſt 


be date Now throw her wanton {nowy Arms 
around me, — 


Now claſp me hard; call me her Life, 
her Soul, her All; ; 


ther Night at the Price of it. 
Rial. 


She grew like Joy to my Em- 


Then Sighs of Joy confeſs'd our 
I tell thee, Riot, if I were Maſter | 
of the World, like Anthony, I wou'd purchaio ſuch ano- 
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Riot. This precious armful has rob'd you of your 
Wits, I think. 
Vol. What ſhall I ſay ? Let the richeſt Perfumes, 
the fineſt Muſick, the "brighteſt Objects, and the moſt 
elegant Dainties, bethrown into the Chymical Fire, and 
the ſublimated Eſſence drawn forth - ſuch, duch! it 
was; the Extract of all Human Joy - 

Riot. But is ſne ſo far before other Women ? 

Vol. No Tongue can ſpeak, no Pen deſcribe her tis 


not in the Power of Poetry (tho' the God himſelf were in- 


ſpired like me with Poſſeſſion) to paint her; the finelt 
Fancy, the warmeſt Imagination gives us but faint Ideas. 
Riot. Thou haſt fir'd my Soul. Oh that I could call 
back Time, and be poſſeſſed of What my Folly gave thee! 
But I am comforted in this, ſhe thinks *twas 1— I ſhall 
have her all at Night—This NI Girl, tnat has made 
you mad with us; f 

Pol. What ſhall I offer thee, dear Riot, to diſcharge 
my honourable Obligation to thee, and quit the Girl 
wholly to me? 

Riot. I wou'd not part with her another Night for 
both the Ladies. 

vol. No, you wou'd loſe by it. I cou'd cut thy Throat 
to have her all my ſelf. 

Riot. Come, come, you ought be caticfy'd ; conſider 
your ſelf only as my Deputy ;—nay pox on't, for ought 
I know ſhe may never admit me —T have been an egre- 
gious Dolt in this Affair, and puniſh'd my ſelf ingeni- 
ouſly. However [I'll try my Fortune once again 
Adieu. [ Exeunt ſeveral, . 
: Face Cynthia and Arabella 

Arab. You are too meek, Couſin; make him ſenſible 
of the Aﬀront—W hat Foundation, either from my Per- 
ſon or my Conduct, could his arrogant Vanity build up- 
on to attempt my Vinue ? 
 Cynth. None, none at all, Arabella what ſaucy In- 
ferences he might make from the natural Gaiety of your 
Temper I know no!—But he's here Retire I mutt 
give him his Morning's Lecture alone. [Ex. Arab. 

| Enter Riot. 

. [/54//ing.] My Dear, good Morning to you. 

Riot. Your Servant—ſo—you have drels'd up your 
Eyes in their Holiday Light, Cynth, 
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ED Cynth. Yes, my Dear ; what makes you melancholy ? | 
Riot. What makes you merry? Don't you know, that 


you and I are never pleas'd at the ſame thing? Mixin 


. . Contraries may be good in Phyſick; but tis the Devil in bi 


Society Good: b'ye to you. 


| Cynth. Stay, Sir, I have ſomething toſay to you, Iam N 


ſure will pleaſe you. Viss 
Riot. I'll hold you ten to one on't. | | 


_ Cynth. He has the ſweeteſt-natur'd Expreſſions e 5 | 


Pray, my Love, give me your Patience — What 
Sacces had you uſt ee 
Riot. Whe', I loſt my Mony. 

Cynth. I don't mean that Game, 


Riot. Don't mean that Game! — What now, fare N 
. 
Cynth. [ ſmiling. ] You're a fine Spark; a very pretiß 


| Arabella has not betray'd her ſelf! 


Gentleman truly. 


Riot. Ay tis fo—a prating little Puppy; 68010 as ; 
 Cynth. You have manag'd this Affair very cunningly; 2 
tho” I think it would not be much for your Honour, if 


| ſhe keep her own Counſel ? 


it were publiſh'd 


Riot. What publiſh'd? what Honour? I told you you 


would be Impertinent. | 
_ - Cynth. Oh fy; do you not bluſh? is there no Mo- 
deſty in Man? ; „ 


biguities; what wou'd you have? 
 Cynth, How did you like your laſt Night's Lodging? 
Riot. Very well; extremely well; tho' now I think 
on't I did not go to Bed laſt Night, Child 


Cynth. You did not lie with Arabella, my wanton: | 


Kinſwoman— Good Sir, think muſt every thing be law- 


ful that your Will or wild Deſires can make ſo— 


you purſue Happineſs, as Boys do Bubbles, or Fools 

Shadows; conſider Sir, I would reform you, not pro- 
voke you; tho' you have loſt all Regard for your ſelf 

or me, what Reparation can you make this injur'd Wo- 

man, whoſe Virtue was untainted *till your infinuating 
Wiles ſeduc'd her ? i og rele 

Riot. Look'ye, leave whining, and I'll ſatisfy you; 

tho' the Warmth that a Lady ſhows upon this Genz, 

| loo 


Riot. Riddle me, Riddle me Re—Pox o your Am- 
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looks a little coarſly too, methinks—— But I plead Not 
{ guilty to the Indictment. Jo . 
Orth. Were you not to meet Arabella at twelve? 
Riot. True, ſo far — ſo far you're right 
Ontb. And did you not? — Ah faithleſs Man] did 
you not conſume all the live-long Night in borrow'd 
ſtol'n Embraces with her? „ LL I90 
1 Riz. Cuckold me if I did—Renounce me, my Dear, 
for ever I ſwear - To T 
 Cynth. You need not ſwear, I know it—— Yes, I 
know you was not with her, but *twas no Fault of 
yours Sir, the whole Buſineſs was contriv'd by me 
I have long obſerv'd which way your vicious Paſſions 
drove you, and I plotted with my virtuous Kinſwoman 
to ſupply her wanton Place: In ſhort we chang'd 
Beds I have only cheated you of a few extravagant 
Moments; I would, witneſs it Heav'n, by any honeſt. 
Means deceive your hard Heart into Kindneſs. _ 
Riot. That; that again; ſweet Wife — You ſay it 
was your Plot to excuſe your Couſin, and be the Bed- 
fellow your ſelf - | CCC 
Cynth. Heav'n knows 'tis Truth. „ 5 
Kiot. [afide.\ They ſhoot; they bud ; they ſprout; 
Yes, I am fitted *faith, fitted with a large Pair of Brow- 
Antlers of my own curious Workmanihip— Oh Ral- 
cal—Wittol—Cuckold—{To Cynthia] And you did real- 
ly lay the whole Scheme of this Buſineſs your ſelf? 
3 ; . | 
Riot. You lye, I contriv'd ſome part on't And can 
prove all this to be true? . 
Cyxth. Witneſs thoſe tender Joys when veil'd within 
the friendly Shades of the laſt happy Night You 
ſigh'd, and ſilently confefs'd your Tranſports equal to 
thoſe of the firſt melting Hour our nuptial Torch was 
il )ßßFͤ ns 
Riot. Demm your Deſcription what, you have a 
Reliſh left for this ſtoln Fruit — Pr'ythee Peace, no 
more Words about it, *tis a very, very fooliſh piece of 
Buſineſs. Een; Oo TE o 
 Cynth, Are you then, can you be ſo abandon'd to a 
vicious Appetite, your Pleaſures have no longer any 
Taſte, when you believe em lawful? 


| Riot. 
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Riot, I ſhall run ſtack Mad, horn Mad. Al. 


Cynth. What, are you troubled that your Wantonneſs ® 
_ -thriv'd ſo well? | 


| Riot. Well with a Vengeance 
" Eyyth. Uagrate! fal Min. Sel chought Imi ight merit 
your Thanks. 

Riot. Les, I do thank you ; thank you heartily — 
molt infinitely thank you. 

Cynutb. Is Bliſs leſs valuable for being innocent 
07 does this little Beauty, which but laſt Night ſtole 
you from your ſelf in Raptures, now beg in vain for 
one kind Look, or tender Word, in thankful Memo— 
ry of all that boundleſs T reaſury of Delight? 


Riot. Ha how luſciouſly ſhe dwells upon the lov'd 5 
Ten; yau could be content, I warrant, to countefeit a 


freſh Miſtreſs every Night: Hah 
_ Cynth.. Deſpis'd ! ſcorn'd ! lighted—what Right have 
you to mock me thus? You uſe me worſe than that vile 


Dependant on your Paſſions, your own violated Reaſon; 
but beware a Woman's Rage; for know, bad Man, "cis. | 


in my Power to be reveng'd — it is. 

Riot. So, ſo, ſo now all the Woman comes: my 
Heart akes, my Ears tingle, my Horns bud—and all 
this is the Handicraft of my own Induſtry. 


Cynth. I thought this Matter ſhould have lepti in Gi. | 


_ lence—l had Piety ſufficient to forgive you; if any D- 


ligence or Patience might reclaim you more than brutal 


| Pafſions—But now I'll publiſh you to the whole World 


all your black Actions ſhall 1 
know this Conqueſt of poor innocent Arabella would have | 


been the barbarous Subject of your next drunken De- 


bauch; her Name, her Reputation, would have been toſt 


about among your lewd Healths—- but Pl vindicate her 


Character and my own; is very fit her Honour ſhoiid | 
not ſuffer. You know I have ſtooped below the Earth | 


to ſhow my Duty —but thus, thus trampled on, I riſe 
to tell the World I am a Woman —a 2 805 an Eng- 
tj, freeborn Wie. 
Riot. Tan tara run Tan tara 
_ Cynth. Yes, 1 have been meek and humble as the 
all-leſs Dove; but you fhall find me turbulent as a 
Vhirlwind, vexatious as an evil Conſcience 151 be g- 


Sar 
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gar you with my Extravagance, I'll haunt you with my 
Jealouſy, and yet hate you Indeed I don't know what 
may not be provok'd to do. = 
Riot. Ha! ha! Faith thou'rt a Girl of Mettle ; I be- 
in to like thee itrangely. 7 VVoꝰ 
Cynth, This Uſage, Sir, would animate a Statue; 
nothing, I'm ſure, that's warm'd with Blood could bear 
j. How oft have I retir'd into my Cloſet, and wept 
the ſent Hours away for your Injuſtice, without one un- 
kind Word or ſullen Look *——And yet, I know not 
how, my Heart again relents. [Cries.] Yes thus low a- 
gain I'd fall; and weep my Life away, if it were poſ- 
üble I might reclaim you—— for well you know my 
Love is the Foundation of my Duty. . . 
Eiot. So, after Thunder 1 thought we ſhould have a 
Shower. . V 5 
yuth. Could you be angry with me for laſt Night's 
Decent. --: 9 5 %%% 
Riot. Pry'thee no more © that; no, angry with thee; 
no, no, Faith I am taken with the Conceit. What a 
fine thing I have made my ſelf —It was an admirable 
Plot, as you ſay, and cunningly executed — Dry your 
Eyez—go in——Pl ſee you anon, and go to Bed to 
Night without a Stratagem—— But keep all cloſe, d'ye 
hear — don't ſo much as let one Word fall at your Tea- 
Table; no, nor make one Confident more beſides Ara-_ 
bella; if you do, you'll find me angry indeed. 
Cznth. You know tis my Ambition to be your Slave. 
| 5 | Ps [Exit. 
Riot. [alone.] J muſt have a Deſire to make Cuck- 
olds; what an agreeable Deſcription have I had from 
both Hands, of the Ceremony of my Inauguration; ne- 
ver was poor Wittol baited more unmercifuily, and ne- 
ver Monſter of the horned Herd more heartily deſerv'd 
it; my Forehead truly is as finely ſpread as the broad- 
eſt of my Neighbours. Let me ſee, how ſhall I make 
a ſaving Game o' this? Arabella is in the Secret, if I 
could tempt Volatil to marry her, with a Promiſe to 
Pay all her Fortune, it would oblige her to keep the 
Secret for ker own ſake, for I know they like one 
another; and he ſeems ſo much raviſh'd with his laſt 
Night's Entertainment, he may perhaps be n 
e with 
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and propoſe the thing immediately. What a lucky 
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Sins to riſe already I doubt I ſhall never be able to 
hear him with any Temper. | 


both, in ſilent inexpreſſive Eloquence, talk over the mu- 


as an old Nun; her Reflexion follows ſo cloſe at the 


gion and Reputation, and accuſes me with the Mut 


with his own ſuppoſed Leavings] f 44 | 
"PATH" ny may weigh with him to out. balance price 
her imagin'd Frailty : It ſhall be fo: I'll find him out“ in ebt 


a 


with to take up 


of her 


Thought was this: ” 5 ber. 1 
Tove heard of Horns that have been tipt with Geld; an 
But ne er of Horns that cou'd, like mine, be ſold. t; 

Oh avere this Secret known to th' City Herd. 
l bat Groves of branching Brows, might be like Stocks 

tranitrr d. )) [: 
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ACT Y SCENE 
S CE NE, The Street. 
Enter Volatil and Riot. £2 
E LL Sir, how does the good Lady that 
was humbled in your Abſence laſt Night- 
In what manner did the receive you this Morning? f 
Riot. [afide.) What a Lecture am I to ftand—it be- 


vol. What, Mute! Tell me, did ſhe ſeem to chide | 
you with a kind confeſſing Languiſhment; or did yo 


tual Tranſport with your Eyes—Or did ſhe hide tho 


little Wanton Cupids, and bluſh, and turn aſide, and F 
ſigh, and ſmile, when ſhe met you? Or perhaps dropt 1 ol. 
her Glove or Handkerchief, and when you ſtooped to e W 
give it her darted at you a ſidelong joyous Glance—— Rio 
ſuch as wou'd ſtir the Blood at Ninety, revive the Dead Vol. 


Faith it vexes me heartily to think you have the Cre- Rio 
dit, all the Glory of my Night's Work, 0; n 
Riot. Quite otherwiſe, my Friend; ſhe is as peeviſn 


Heels of her Pleaſure, ſhe has now no Taſte of any , Rio 
thing but the Sin; ſhe talks of Family Honour, Reli- cm 
der of ten thouſand things that are valuable ſhe weep: Vol 
andcries I have undone her. ; yu 


5 
3 rice of her Repentance — Pho, pho, they all whine 
in ebbing Blood ; her Sorrow is as much the Child 
of her Complexion as her Sin Vou ſhould have kiſs'd 
her, Man, kiſs'd her heartily; and then ſhe wou'd have 
dapt her warm Lips to yours, and forgot that ſhe was 
compos'd of any thing but frail Fleſh and Blood— 
he has Senſe enough to know ſhe may be a Saint, when 
ne can't be a Sinner. 


W 
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vol. Poor Creature; let me undo her again To. night: 
How often cou'd ſhe be content to be ſo ruin'd at the 


Riot, Then you think her Penitence is only wore for 


Decency? 


Vol. Like new Mourning, it becomes clean Linen and 


2 fair Skin, 


Riot. Poor Arabella, come wie ker well, he likes 
I know ſhe does: Tis upon your Account that 
ſhe 1s thus melancholy. 

Vol. How can that be? 

Riot. Why, this Morning when I attempted to excuſe 8 
what had been done, in awkward Mirth— - ſhe with a 
Flood of Tears revealed her Love for you— That ſhe 


Hhad lov'd you long, but by this Act of mine was be- 
come wholly unworthy— I don't know how ' tis, but ſhe 
is certainly very fond of you. 


Vel. Go on, Sir, to your Conſequence— What i is it 
Riot. Why, I know thou art tender-hearted, and 


I tierefore I did not tell her who was her happy Man. 


Vol. Twas wiſely conceal'd— Now I remember me, 


| was once a little ſmitten with her Ladyſhip too 


SE: Nay, ſhe likes you above all the World. 


Vol. And yet ſhe was content you ſhou'd, above all | 
the World- 

Riot. Come, come, conſider the poor Lady. 

Vol. What wou'd you have me do? 

Fiot. What in Conſcience and Honour you're oblig d 
to; marry her. 

Vel. You're a very pleaſant Fellow, Faith; what, 
marry a otrumpct ? | 

Riot. No, no- that's too hard a Word; you had firſt | 
boſleſlion, and I dare ear wil! have her intirely here- 


after 


Vol. W hy, doſt . ou think this i is her rſt Time — 
thou 
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mou canſt not fanſy, I hope, that I had all the bloom 


Last 

ing Virgin's Charms Oh be aſſur'd ſome happief 8 
Lover firſt poſſeſs d that Treaſure—— I found it not, my 77 
Friend, ſhe was no Maid f ; R. 
1 Riot. Torture Hell He reads it in my Face; he Yo 
knows 1 am his Cuckold [Ha af 4M J. bob 
_ #4. Sir, what's the Matter? | I Ve! 
Riot. A ſhooting Pain firuck thro my Head this ud Jef th 
ment; I thought I ſhou'd have {wooned. Ki. 
Vol. Some Obſtruction o'the Circulation rub your 13 

| Grows with your Hand, twill eaſe you. Icreat 
Riot. My Brows! Is your Deſign to af ont me; 5 Va 

Fil be ro Man's Monſter. Keep my Cap o Maintain- and n 
ance a Secret, Sir or —— Jof yo 
Vol. What, under the Government o' the Moon! bella 
Who affronts you; What ails you, her N 
Riot. [ Aſde.] Fool Blockhead— Dotard-- mall Rig 
| Wache my ſelf and ruin all.— [Je Vol.] Volatile, 1 beg if Ic 
Pardon, I was fo diſturb'd with Pain I knew not What M. 
1 aid— Come, come, have Charity; all Women are er he 
weak by Nature; forgive this Frailh, for all this ſhe} Vol. 
may prove a good Wife. J cal! ch 
Wc” 1 don't doubt it; 'twas a lam 0 the Bloodf you a; 
only pure Accident. Con 
Riot. Si | | 5 Ria 
Vol. As you lay, ſhe may for al this prove a good F notre 
| Wite. | lor it- 


Riot. This Uſage is barbarous ad inhuman, and l. 
ſince you know my Misfortune, tis moſt indecent in p an 
you to boai. a Lady's Favours, Y £79: 

Vol. Wheo— Why were you not a Privy. Counſel lor We H 
in this Buſineſs your ſelf— Nay the Director of it— was You'd 
it not your own Deſire, your own Appointment } ? my Ki 

Riot. Damnation! No—— you'll provoke me to cut Y l. 
your 'Phroat, without giving you fair Play for you Riot 


Life—— my Appointment— my Directien— what, oRtch 
make my ſelf the Mark, the Jeſt of all Mankind-— to Yn I | 
be hooted thro' the Streets for the moſt unaccountable Vol. 
Brute with a 
Vol. Why did you not conſider theſe Things befors üpt wit 
hand 7 ut in 
Riot. Confufion! You know 'twas purely accidental; Riot 


that 
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lat part of it which was otherwiſe was my good Wife's 
T hives |] thank er for it- 
Pol. Your Wite' Contrivance! 

Riot. Ay Cuiſe on your Di®mulation. 

Vol. So, 1 fad Jam reaſoning with a poor Wretch, | 
whoſe Misfortune *tis to have too much Blood Breathe 
J: Vein, and Shave, and you'll have quite another Senſe 
of the Honour of your Family. 

Riot. This is too coarſe a Jeſt, d'ye mind it; it ſtings 
home Beware —.— you know 1 am now a dangerous 
Creature. 

Vol. Pox © your Spaniſh Pride— Poiſon your Wife, 
and marry the young Sinner your ſelf — I'Y wear none 
of your caſt Wardrobe, You may convert Madam Ara- 
/a into Madam Rzot, if you pleaſe— I'll not change 

her Name, I aflure you — 
1 Riot. Arabella] ay, he means draballa all this while; 
3 if I could yet be calm, tho' my Blood boils, ferments 
eto Madneſs ; if I can keep my Temper I may be fafe, 
e ber he knows not yet it was my Wife. Aide. 
e Vol. Good-b'ye to you, Sir; when you pleaſe to re- 

3 call that baniſh'd thing your Reaſon, PII converſe with 
4M you agair.. in the mean time keep your Stale Ware for 

: Country Chap I am Lezdon bred. _ 
„ Niat. Stay, dear Volatil; we have miſunderſtood one 
d other all this while, and twWas my Error 1am lorry 

bor it—- Forgive me. 
d Vol. What a pretty 8 18 Man, when he hops 
in Nip and down without his Senfes? 

Riot, Ay, I was diſturb'd with a Family-Affair 
or We Husbands, you know, can't always be in Humour— 
23Y"0'd not Mony make up this Affair between you and 

my Kinſwoman ? 
ut Vol. Mony makes Peace, War, every "Hg 
ur £707. I'll give thee 10000 J. and marry her, only to 
o batch up this Family Breach, and to latisfy the Inclina- 
to on J have to ingraft you into our Blood. 
le Vel. Let me confider-— 10000 J. and take the Girl 
With all her Faults ? Ay well, my Horns will be 
fe- pt with Gold at leaft, and form'd by my own Chiſel— 
dut in whoſe Hands is this Mony ? | 
1H 5 in mine; nay, tis her own T 'ortune ; but for 
nat | | all 


- 
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all that I never deſign'd to part but with 500 J. a grea 


deal of Mony only to iodder a crack'd Reputation. | 
Vol. Here's my Hand, TH conſider no further; is ſhg 


» m— KT,, * 


now, 

2 ? gi 
Riot. Leave that to me. vol. No more. Deſi 

| | Enter Horatio. | bere 
ane I e you: upon the Recovery c of your a da 
Liberty II do 
Riot. And your Friend. 5, 
Hor. Thank you, Gentlemen— They were two leb Spiri 


ſings J always held dearer than my Life — I have, in (ut. 
this troubleſom Affair, been * ill uſed 99 an 1 Cent. | 
per Cent. Raſcal, J Wha 


Vol. So we heard; Sir Triftrum Cagi. 81 
Hor. The ſame, but I have him at this time in my won” 
Power Vou know I have taken the liberty of a dear 
empty Garret in your Houſe, where I am forming my Se 
Revenge and ſhou'd be oblig d to you for your AY mall 
are \ 
Riot. I wou wd ſerve you with all my Heart, but Iam 60 07 

at preſent oblig'd to attend my own Affairs. OS 
Vol. Command me, Sir, I am ready to wait on you. Lim 
Riot. This way then; I'll open to You. the whole Bull dor, 
ſineſs as we go. [ Exeunt Si, 
SCENE changes 70  Rior's Haaſe, 2 
E Triſtrum diſcover d as in a Priſon; Horatio' Ser. ds 
. vant with him lite a Jailor. and f 
sir Trift, What, may I not have the Privilege 0 . 
Pen, Ink, and Paper? „ Vol 
Serv, No 1 Se; 

Sir Triſt. Nor ſend to a a Friend] * Vo, 
Ne, Sir: B dowr 
Bir Trift. What, not a Meſſage to Fobn Ledger, 1 m to ke 
| Journeyman ? # oO W 
Serv. You are not to hear from, nor ſee any Bod Sir 


without a particular Warrant from Above 
Sir 77. From Above! You have no Wm fron 5.1 
Above, I am ſure, to murder a Man— What! ; Where) way, 
our Liberty and 


Serv, Mention that Word again, and PI * * ee 
weight of Iron upon you. Wuat, wou'd you v4 Fo 
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Priſon ?— T'll nail you down at your full length upon 
che Floor, and not ſuffer a Limb of you to wag ; how 
row, what, wou'd you break Priſon ?— 


J Deſign to break your Priſon, Friend; but to be catch'd 
here all on a ſudden, and clapt up like a ſing ing Bird in 
a dark Cage, for one does not know what or wherefore, 

I do ſay there is no ſuch thing as Liberty, 


-F Spirit is not to be conquer'd by a Priſon — I dare not 


voy truſt him, here Muzz/e, Lockit— Where are you? Bring 


*F out your Hand-cuffs and your heavieſt Derbies —— 
What, I warrant we ſhall tame you 
won't be fo unreaſonable after all to Fetter me, Pray, 
dear Mr. Keeper— ; „„ on, e 


are you there? ¶ Enter twwo' other Servants with Hand- 
are not ſafe while this Conſpirator has the uſe of his 


how infolently you have behav'd your ſelf. _ 


Ah! my Sins have overtaken me; I thought to have 
rode before em full ſpeed to Repentance, but I tumbled 
and fell acroſs my ill Fortune g . 
es ROE 

Vol. [to Serv.] Where's your Priſoner ? 


Serv. There Sir, heavy loaden with Cares and cold Iron. 


Vol. Penſive as a deſpairing Lover 


W hat chain'd 


o& War. V „„ 
h Sir Trit. Ah Mr. Volatil, J am heartily glad to ſee 


"WM hall break looſe, fo he has ſecur'd me from running a- 
ei way, by loading me with more than I can carry; Odd 
. ['d give half my Eſtate to have that Hang-Dog's Throat 
cut. I'd fling that Sin into the Scale, and repent in Groſs-- 


on! Vol. Sir T1:frum, tis not decent for a Man in your 
. D, Condition 


Sir 77ſt. Prithee don't ſnap up a Body ſo, I have no 
Serv. Bloody-minded obſtinate Traitor; his arrogant 


Sir Tri/t. Tame me; ay, I am not fo wild — You 

Serv. Look ye how ke threatens with his Looks, 1 
ſhall have him attack me in my own Jail: Why, where 
cuffs and Irons] Equip him, equip him inſtantly, we : 
Limbs ; fo, very well-p Sir, I ſhall make my Report 


Sir Tr:i/?. Inſolent! What does the Knave mean? No 
Man 1s of a meeker Spirit in Adverſity, tho' I ſay it 


down, Sir Triftrum! Why they have fixed as much Iron 
to keep you at Anchor as wou'd hold a Firſt Rate Man 


you ; Ay, that Rogue in Whiskers there ſays he fears 1 


; 
x 
{4 
; ' d : 
1 1 * 
4 4 we 
4 ' 
157 
5 
$ x; | | 
[4 
Ll 1 
# | 
, i 
: k £© * 
* 14 4 
14 
' [ 3 
wy , 
'S. 
1 
j% 
14 
1 4 i 
1 — 4 
2 
1 = 
; . 
: Li 


their Evidence | = 1 
Sir Trift, Here's Roguery now; here's a fine piece of 
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Condition to talk thus Vulgar Opinion has hang'd and | 


quarter'd you already, and that I can aſſure you is fre 
quently a ſhrewd Forerunner of publick Juſtice, _ 


Sir Trift. [angrily.] Hang'd— for what? Quarter me | 
wherefore? What a pox, is a Man to be truſs'd up and 


carv'd out here, without Conviction, Jury, Trial, Judge 


or Evidence— In ſhort, you are my Friend Mr. Volatil, 


and you can't imagine how it goes againſt me. [Sobbing, 


Vol. I own I am not much ſurpris d You were always : 


24 little Jacobitiſbly inclin'd ; now a Facobite is a diſaf. 


 fefted Perſon, a diſaffected Perſon may poſlibly be a 


Traitor; and a Traitor muſt be hang'd. - 


Sir Jie. What do you tell me of your Dog's Lo- 


_ gick— I'm as loyal a Perſon as your ſelf, and I'd have 
you to know it. JJ 8 
Pol. It may be ſo, but they have ſworn home. 
Sir Triſt. What have they ſworn ? "Tis impoſſible. 
Ob . %%% ͤö ˙ SR a”. 
76. Nay Sir, you are ſo paſſionate! I came to ſerve 
vou, but if you're angry, farewell. 
Sir Tri, Dear, de little Vol. J won't be paſſionate; 
tho' you know 4* „a u'd trouble one — What, what 1s 
there againſt me ? ED 1 5 ED 


ol. Same luformers have depos'd upon Oath that you N 


have, for two Years paſt, kept a conſtant Correſpondence 
with France, and produced ſeveral of your Letters to 
prove it; watch having been compar'd with ſome Papers 
feiz'd at your Houſe, do both firengthen and confirm 


Art; Mr. Vo/atil, I am as innocent——— _ 
Vol. I ſuppoſe you deſign to plead, Not Guilty. 


. Sir Trift. In a fon. } — Not Guilty, Sir? Yes I do; 


what, wou'd you have me contets what 1 know nothing 
of— Yes, I think I ſhall plead, Not Guilty. 


Pol. You're mightily out of Temper, Sir Triſrum; 1'il | 


Wait on you again, when this Rufite ot your Spirits is 
2 little quieted | 3535 
Sir Tri/t. Ah for Goodneſs fake don't leave me with 


old Grim there; I Wou'd not be with him another Hour 


for my whole Eflate——- Give me your Advice a little; 
what think you, wou'd not a convenient Sem of round 


_ Feady Gold, handiomiy diſpoſed, ſlip this Halter? 


fo 
th 


very Flo—tlower of ones Age 


the 1 from the Anatomy of the Executioner- 


c' your Favours. I believe you are a Rogue 


— 


vol. There can be no Hopes in a treaſonable Caſe, 


ſuch as yours; for your Eſtate's forfeited; and when you're 
executed, you know that comes in courſe among the 
Courtiers. 


Sir Tri. Ill hang myſelf, bribe a Jury beforehand to 


bring me in Lunatick, and bite em all: I'II diſpoſe of 


my Perſon and my Eſtate too. 


Vel. Oh fv, now you forget you are a Chriſtian ——= 
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Sir Trift. Yeu fee I am frighted out of my Senſes, and 


you're inquiring into my Religion —— I tell you ] am 


horribly vex'd = — Indeed Mr. Polatil ¶ Sobbing.] "tis a 


ve—vcry, ha—hard Cate to be taken off as it were in the 


Enter Horatio 47 uit d. 


2 7 Hor. ] Sir William 3 your Servant; 


what charitable Intention brings you to this Place of Me- 
lancholy ? I know you are ever moſt indultriouſly watCh- 
ful of Opportunities to do good. 


Hor, 1 came hither to ſerve a poor Gentleman i in Al. 


ſliction. one Sir Triſtrum Caſh ———— _ 
Sir 7%. Iam be; you'll excuſe Ceremony; you ee 


I am in Bonds: Well, dear Sir, what Hope, what Com- 
fort have we? 


Hor. Why, I think I hai Intereſt enough to beg ot 


Lol. And you generouily undertake i it? 
Hor. With all my Heart. 
Sir Trift. [Staring at him.] Sir! 


Hor. No Body {hall lee your Inſide, and de [ thi ink 


is a Favour, 


Sir Tri. Pox o your Favours. Sir 


I cefire acne 


Hor. Alas! He has no Senſe of Religion, "0 will die 


hard; come, I'll go further yet, I'll ſend a Friend o 


mine to you, a Divine, that will mollify that Rubborn 


1cart, and bring you to Reflexion 


Sir Tri/. I'll ha? none o your Parſon, I'Il die a papiſt 


firſt: What have you to do with my Bcdy, or my Prin- 
ciples? You're an impertinent Fellow — A Parion!—— 

no, I hope 'tis not come to that yet. 

Hor. Shall I ſend an Undertaker to you ? You may 
order your own Funeral, I ſuppoſe you wou d have the 
Corps e and decently interr'd. D 2 dir 
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Sir Trif. [In a violent Paſſion.] Get out o the Roon 
or 1'Il beat your Brains about your Ears with my Irons 


| 


What, do you come here to mock me? Pl——P1__ 


Gi s 


Fel. Hold, hold, Sir Triflrum; if you are o furious 
ough 


we muſt call your Keeper; and you know he has a r 
way of treating Folks that are paſſionate. 


Sir Tri. On! don't let Grim come; I'll bear any 


thing, 3 1 5 x 1 
Hor. Come, be patient, Sir —— T beg your Pardon 
tor mentioning your Mortality ſo abruptly —— but if 


you'll be | rol'd by me, 1 have ſome hopes tis in my 
Power to fave your Life too — Ros 


Sir 777%. J open both my Ears—— Do what you will | 


with me, get me but out — 


Hor. In the firſt place, you declare you never were in 


any Contrivance againit the Government. 
Sir Trift, Never ——never— 
- Conſcience. „„ 


Vol. I'll anſwer for him, Sir William, his "OT 


never went deeper than Tare and Tret, Debtor and Cre- 
ditor — except an awkward Elopement or two out o 
that Road for tie good of his Family, which have ſuc- 
_MMGE©_E T7 
Hor. At what Price now wou'd you buy your Life and 
1 e 
Sir Tri. Have you a Commiſſion to ſell' em? 
Sher. 1 Dave; VVV 
Sir Trip. I'll give you a hundred Guineas, or a hun- 
dred and fifty,: when I am ſe cure. 
Hor. Lookee, Sir — theſe are your only Conditions; 


you mult ſign this Inſtrument for 5000 J. payable to me 


er my Order, if I fave you; and I'll counterſign this to 
pay the ſame Value to your Heirs, if I do not | 


Sir Trif. 'Tis a biter Pill —— but I will know what | 


Method you take firſt, 


Hor. Well, Mr. Volatil is a Gentleman, and won't 


uſe it to my Diladvantage, therefore I'll tell you; there 
are a couple of Villains who had a violent Inclination to 
| ſqueeze 10000/ out of you, and falſly accus'd you to ter- 
rify you out of ſuch a Sum; now I have been acciden- 


tally inform'd of their Tranſactions, and think I may in- 


nocently ſave your Life, and carve a Fortune for my 


f I can ſay it with a ſaſe 
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ſelf out of the Occaſion — for I am a Gentleman, and 


muſt eat. 
Sir Truſt. Ay, this is the true Cant of a Highway- 
man; tho' my Heart is lighter by a Pound or two. 


Vol. But if he ſigns your Demands, what Aſſurance 
has Sir Triſtrum that the other Evidence won't be be- 


| lie d? 2 


For. They are convict of Perjury on Red; whith 

5 1 will produce, and diſqualify em as Witneſſes. 
Sir Tri}. (ith Foy.] I am glad to hear it with all 
now I won't give you a Groat: Mr. Jo- 
latil ſhall bear witneſs of the whole Roguery, and al 8 


my Heart- 


ſwinge you all. 


Pal. Yi! ru rather j join in every thing they can 
| ſwear”againſt you, and ſee you tuck'd up before your own 
| Door: What, now he has generouſly open'd the Truth, 


wou' d you leave him without his Reward ? 

For. Ithank you, Sir you act like a Gentleman 
I cov'd not truſt him —— you'll think on't, Sir —— 
Vol. Sir Triſtrum, yours. ([csoing. 
Sir 77. When ſhall I have my Liberty then? 
"hs As foon as the Oy can be laid before our Sa- 
periors. 

Sir Triſt. well 
ſign; but where's yours! * 
Her. Here — when you have gn: d we'll change em. 


| [Sir Triſt. ns, they change the Inſtruments. 
Hor. [Flinging off his Diſguiſe.) Here, who waits —— 


What is che meaning of this? Do you impriſon Sir 771. 
trum, when he comes to fee his Friends here? Unload 
his Legs inſtantly; unmanacle his Hands —— open thoſe 


Windows, and let him breathe a little wholeſom Ar— 


What, do you ſhut him up in a dark Room, as if he 
were not Maſter of his Reaſon —— Deſire the Company 
below to walk up; tell'em Sir Triftrum is at Liberty, and 


well; *twas a falſe Rumour of his being under the Power 


of the Moon. 
Sir Trift. [Staring about. ] 85 ſo— the Dream is out; 


S You then are my worthy Friend ary — this 


I preſume may be ſome Back-Garre(— © Grimthere 
| T perceive is my old Acquaintarce wo How? 3 
J have been your Priſoner all this while — how 


give me the pen and Ink, ru 


== 4 * . . 
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„ m. ißt Re: o, 


Can you forgive the ri 15 
That made my Hand rebel againſt my Heart, 


is it not ſo— nay I may be miſtaken 
very odd and whimſical, in truth —— —— 


Enter Teraminta, Aurelia, ard Valentine. 


bir Tri. There is ſuch a thing as Magna Charta, and 
Common Law and Equity, &c. and I'II lay out 20001. 

in Revenge, Iwill — what — a Man of Subſtance muſt 
not walk abroad without a Guard at this rate; ay, if this 
is ſuffer'd ; odd, I'll poiſon you, blow you up — ſhoot : 
vou in the Back; I challenge you to fight me. 


Vol. Curb your Choler, old Friend, tis to little pur- 
poſe here; theſe are all Conſpirators that are preſent—— 


Grim may lock you up again, there he is; if you'll be 
_ generous, and ſtay to give your Neice in Marriage 
with that Gentleman, you'll be a welcome Gueſt. I 
find Horatio has only oblig'd you to pay her the Fortune 
J M CESS. 


Sir Trif. So then, the Mony is to go that way; that is 
better indeed than I expected -— You are a parcel of 
confederating Canary-Birds, and I'll bring a Bill in Chaz- 


cery agz.inſt you of ten thouſand Sheets of Paper, which 
mall plague you all ſor ſixteen Generations. 
„ „ [Exit Sir Tritt. 


Hor. [To Val.] Welcome my Valentine, my much 
wrong'd Friend; | „ 35 


otous Exceſs 5 

And hurt iny Brother? „ 
Val. Believe it a tumultuos Dream; no more; 

Remember not that Night, when Rage and Wine 


SGovern'd fair Reaſon's Seat. Fools that we are, 


To think ourſelves inſpir'd, when we're poſſeſs'd, 
And take the raving Demon for a God —— _ 


Hor. That Wound my Hand has made my Heart Ro 
| | | | E- 


cure: 


tis odd, 
Hor, You know, moſt worthy Knight, there was a Vi-. 
Nt of this kind owing. ee ae . f 
Sir riß. Ay; you love to pay your Debts — Hark * 
Ve, give me that fooliſh piece of Paper back again, and 
it ſhall go for an innocent Frolick only —— d'ye hear? 
Hor. I'll not diſpoſe it out o the Family; for tho* 
"twas given under Force, as *tis only a Conveyance of 
your Neice's Fortune, which ſhe has a juſt Title to, the J 
Security is good. ” 5 
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Behold, my Valentine, thy ſmiling Stars 
Have wrought thy Happineſs from thy Misfortune; 
Take Teraminta then, and with her this G the Paper, 
That is her Dowry which that you may equal, 
T'll double all her Fortune with my own; 
That Sum may make you eaſier than much more, 
And ſcreen you both from Envy and Contempt, _ 
Val. Great generous Mind, accept (what I muſt bluſh 
To think I only have to give) my Thanks. 
But Gratitude, long as my Life, ſhall wait 
J Solicitous to Heav'n for endleſs Bleſſingſss. 
This virtuous Maid ſhall join her guileleſs Vows, 
And beg a Guard of Angels for your Bounty; 
Nor think theſe empty Words, a worthleſs Gift; 
From the touch'd Heart they fall— dearer than Gold: 
For all that he requires, or we can pay, 
To the Firft Mover, is but Pray'r and Praiſe, 


Val. Well Gentlemen, I find you're going to be bound 


for Life. Pray give me leave to bring my Partner into 
the Dance too; this is the critical Minute for Lovers, 


and I don't doubt I ſhall ſucceed —— If you'll go down 
and ſup with me, we'll have a Chorus of Weddings, and 
make a merry Night ont. : Exeunt. 


8 C E N E. III. Riot's Hoſe. 
Enter Cynthia and Arabella. 


Cynth. Indeed, Couſin, but I do. 

Arab. For what reaſon! 

_ Cynth Becauſe you'd be very angry if I don” . 
Arab. Pho — 


: Cynth. 27 a ſtrange thing you ſhou'd 1 bis 
Image is ſcrawi'd in Cyphers all over your Heart, and 


yet fanſy that it won't brighten outwards in your Com- 
plexion, and your Diſcourſe- Your Diſeaſe is in the 
Blood, Child; don't wonder then if it makes a Hurry in 
your Spirits, and a Fluſter in your Face. 

Arab. What if he proves a bad Husband?ꝰ 


© Cynth, Then you are to be the Butt of his ill Nature 
for Life, that's ail. Here he is, I'll leave you; you may a- 


gree to Play tne gol as I have done, if you think fit. 


[ Exit Volatil. 


Arab. Laud Couſ, in, you can t adviſe me to marry this 
Fellow. 


| 
| 

F 
1 
1 
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Enter Volatil. 


Vol. You ſee, Madam, among tis Crowd of thoſe | 
chain'd Animals, that grace your Chariot-W heels, I too 


take my conſtant Tour of Duty. 


Arab. What, here's a fine Speech a coming; ſtile it if | 
it be poſſible; ; I confeſs, Mr. Volatil, I am cloy'd with rich 


Proteſtations; Experience obliges me to believe, that ſu- 


perfluous Compliments, and ſtrong Perfumes, are gene- 


rally wore to diſguiſe bad Deſigns, and ill Smells. 

Viol. Will you have plain Dealing, Madam ; that's 8 the 
ſhorteſt way to a reaſonable Heart. 

Arab. By all means; I ſhou'd take ſomething to mor- 
tif 

mM do it by degrees; ſome time or other it muſt be, 

and alittle Self-denial will be a good Preparative. 

Vol. Malice, quick ſighted as it is, can find no Fault 


in you, not common to the beſt and brighteſt of your Sex. 


Arab. You ſhou'd have a care how you let your Miſtreſs 


: know her Faults; indeed we generally believe you have ſo 


much Reaſon when you praile us, that we rarely can per- 


| ſuade ourſelves to think you in the wrong when you 
make Love to us, and therefore you catch us as Boys do 


Birds, with the Whiſlle we delight in; you cunningly 


make us giddy with good Words, and while the Verti- | 


go laſts, you know cvery thing turns with us, 


Vol. Since you have Courage enough to hear it, I 


cou'd tell you in homeipun Truth, that all the Habits of 
your Mind, the Aftections of your Soul, are with me the 
Captives of your Beauty; like them, Madam, J ſhou'd 
make a faithful Subject, but an ill Slave: How much purer 
wou'd your Piety be, were your Thoughts never taken 
off, to make ſome trifling idle Conqueſt, from their Ad- 
dreſſes to Heaven; he diſintereſted your Charity, how 
indulgent your Benevolence, how Angelically inſpiring 
wou'd that Divine Form appear, did not the little Arts of 
your Sex, the buſy Mechanim of vulgar Paint and Earth, 


Call off your noble Mind from the worthy Offices of its 


Nature, to attend the Triumph* 5 your Eyes. 

Arab. Ard all this is in plain Britiſb thus; Priythee 
Arabella, think no more of a Crave, Chariot, and Flan- 
ders. Mares; but provide an Equipage of good Senſe. 
Ihe Virtues of the Soul are the brightelt Ornaments 1 

| | the 


— 


For if one muſt be humbled into a Wife, one 
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the Body =——— ] find, like other Philoſophers, you 
preach Poverty for Gain. 
Vol. Town | cou'd retire with thee, with thee alone, 
into the remoteſt Corner of the Earth, be in the moſt Ko - 
mantick manner thine, renounce Mankind; yes, all the 
weighty Trifles of this World, where Fools and Knaves 
by Craft and Fortune rule; and give th all my Hours to 
Love and thee, 
Arab. Well-choſen Flattery —— I can't help faying, 
Volatil, that you have long had many Friends within — _ 
but now they all tumultuouſly declare I muſt be yours — | 
you are proclaim'd my Maſter. | | 
Vol. Thus let me thank thee, thus in circling Joys 
3 mbracing her. 
| May each ſucceeding Hour fill the laſt. 
Arab. Pry'theeule me kindly, Volatil; for notwithſtand- 
ing theſe Raptures--the Tables are turning, and I muſt be 
your Obedient—But did yo think I ever ſhou'd be yours? 
Vol. Yes, I always believed i it; but I have been con- 
tracted to you this half Hour ——have a Bond for your 
Fortune, and the Conſent of your Guardian. 
Arab. He is a thoughtleſs Wretch; but I think he 3 
puniſh'd for his ill Nature. 

Vol. This is his Contrivance, to make you amend; for ; 
laſt Night's Diſappointment. My Dear, let us diſpatch 
this Buſineſs; he may change his M. nd: [ ſee him - 

coming. 

Arab. Land, I tremble fo I am dy to "RE but you 

muſt do what you will with me. [Exeunt Arab. and Vol. 
Enter Riot alone. 

Riot. There they go— this may perhaps aße him 

in the Opinion Hrabella was his Bedfellow, and keep off 


the Suſpicion from my Wife, who is ſtill honeſt in "he 8 


Belief that I only embrac'd her — So, ſo, my Brows are 
ſmooth again — No body knows it but mylelf—yet, how 
can he think he play'd the Wanton with Arabella - 
She's a Virgin — 'Tortyges! Plagues ! beſides that virtuous 
Girl will clear herſelf from all Suſpicion. Then i comes 
out. Why then I have done nothing : Yes, I haveadvanc'd 
the Man that grafted theſe large Horns Vexation! 
parted with 100004, and am as very a Cuckold as before— 


, E ates 
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Fo nter Horatio, Valentine, Aurelia, Teraminta and 
Cynthia. 


Hor. Mr. Rist, where's your Friend and his Bride? 
Riot. My Friend, Sir? 


Hor. Av, we are made Couples for Life, and are come 


to take a Dance with you ——we are juſt join'd together. 
Riot. Don't mock me, Sir; every Man may be a 
Monſter that's Married. 
Her. He's mightily out of Humour, ſtrangely alter d. 
Kiot. Aker d! : 
_ Cynth. What's the Matter, my Dear? 


| Riot. Your Folly, Madam, is the deeper and ; FOR N 
Impeitinence will hardly prove the Cure - 
Cynth. [afide.] Horns come as hard as Teeth, x; 


find — Oh Low it works within him. L 
Fester Volatil and Arabella. | 
v. Who wiſhes | us Joy, and a bundle of Boys the 
firſt Nia? | 
Cynth. Married! 


Pol. Faſt as che Prieſt cou'd tie us - — - What, in the 


' Dumps, Riot? 
Riot. [Sullenty to his Wife.) wife | 
Vol. [ Privately to Riot. ] Ay, do let hay know the 
whole Story; 'twill add wonderfully to your Contri- 
vance, and give her a ſenſible Satisfaction. 

I Wife, you're a Whore, 
Vol. Ah! No bug Words. 


Kiot. Have you any Property here? Il mae a Bill 


| of Sale of her for a Doit. 


Vol. Ha! ha! ha! Why what a merry Mortal were | 


you, to take all this Pains to bring your Wife and I to- 
gether ? —— the leaſt Hint you cu d have given me 
wou'd have been enough; I am not hard-hearted, I. 
Arab. Yow're a pretty Gentleman indeed, todiſappoint 
a Lady the firſt Night — Cruel Creature— you fee, Sir, 


now I have got me a brave Fellow, that dares undertake | 


his Quarrels without a Secagd. 

Not. Oon's you are a Jilt, a very Jilt. 
Vol. Hold, Sir, confider ſhe is my Wife — 
Riot. Ay, than Heav'n 

tion I have— I forgot to Congratulate; you; in Trot 
| 4 am heartily glad you are Married, 


Arab. 


'tis the = Conſola a- 


III TITS 


= 
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Arab. Hard-hearted Man, you are the firſt Son of Pe. 
x45 {ure that ever ſacrificed his Miſtreſs before Poſſeſſion ;-- 
if I remember right, Sir, you had a mighty Ambition | 
to make a Cuckold 
Pol. He has done it, Madam — done it effeQually. 
Arab. I cou'd not conceive the Gentleman — 
to practiſe upon himſelf. | 
Vol. No faith, that was entirely new — ha! ha!— 
Hor. "Twas charitably done to help your Friend in 
full Blood to an agreeable Bed-fellow, without charging 
him with any more than the guilt of ſimple Fornication-- 
Viol. That was all I intended, you are my Witneſs. 
Arab. Barbarian! Then I was all along only made 
his Property, it ſeems he deſign'd the Favour only for 
| Cynthia, and you for his Plenipo; ha! ha! ha! 
Riot. What, merry with the Muſick of your o 
Chimes - lovely Idiot! _ = 
il. Cou'd the Wit of Man have contrivd to have 
given a Lady her Revenge more decently? _ - 
[Hor. and Vol. holding Riot. ] 
Arab. Ay, without her Knowledge. 5 
Hor, That neither her Honour nor Conſcience ſhou'd 
be touch d. 
Arab. And yet at the ſame time to o oblige his FE riend, 
Vol. And ſave his Miſtreſs. 
Hor. To puniſh no Body but himſelf - 
Val. Perhaps he wanted an Heir 
Arab. And being Indolent, or Inſufficient — 
Hor. Was a ſtealing one in this Clande line manner 
Riot. Curſes confound you what, muſt I pa- 
tiently be tied to a Stake, and baited? © 
Hor. Poor Gentleman! well, Þil engage "tis a Boy: 


Arab. 1 don't doubt the Child will live to be a Com. 
fort to you. 


Riot. to Vol. Sir, you are a 

Hor. Ah Sir, your Choler riſes too ſaft —— 

Arab, He has Hay in his Horns, take care — well, 
we can all reckon for you, nine Months hence your De- 
ſign will be compleat — _ 

Vol. Ard by that time I'll engage for a Counter-part 
here to my Work of laſt Night | 
Arab. Well, Mr. Riot has certainly the handſomeſt, 

eaſieſt, out o che way manner of conferring Obligations — 


tne nee — — — 
— — . 1 - 
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- #8 You, Madam, muſt have been in the Secret too, 
or Chance wou'd have been Miſtreſs of the beſt part of 
the Deſign 


Riot. [In a calm, hw Paſſion.] Twas a Miſtake, m 


| vorthy Friend, purely a Mittake— and without Deſign, | 


believe it — the Superfluity only of that "ay good Wo- 

man's Affection. 

Vol. Nay, then I don't wonder you are out of Hu- 

mour— Come, hold up your Head, Man, let your Horns 
become you, they are of the neweſt Make; for ſhe has had 
the Pleaſure of the Fact, without the Guilt of the Crime— 
Kiot. Sir, you yt 8 e as plealant as you 

pleaſe —— but! 
Vol. Why, if you are in the Road to Heaven, don't 
be angry with your Guide - 


Riot. Sir, I'll be Angry when and with whom I Pete : 


if I am a Savage, don't wonder I have leap'd the Pales of 
_ Civility--As for that Lady, with her Works of Supereroga- 


tion, I'll be Divorc'd—Unchain'd—that's ſome * 0 


Arab. Why are you ſo impatient of the Marri 


F him a little — he foams at the M ath, 


and looks as if he wou'd Bite one — 


Riot. Harkee, take off your Paraquet ; your Miſchief. 


making Monkey, — 


your Wife, — — 18 trouble · 
ſom 


Arab. Poor Man! He talks and fares: very wildly ; 
Mr. Volatil, do all Husbands i in his Condition make Juſt 4 


ſuch odd Fi Igures? - 


Vol. Juſt ſo, till the thing grows Cultomary 3 Time 
Will make it eaſy. 


Arab. Then you think he will be tamer? 


Vel. Ay, ay, he'll take a Houſe in the City, get into 


| the Herd, and then 'tis nothing -— ha ! ha! — nay, 

give me leave to laugh immoderately —*faith twas a 
pleaſant Miſtake; I did you the Favour by your own 
_ Conſent, at your own Requeſt; you know it. 


Riot. Tortures — Racks — Death — I can bear it no 


longer. — [Calmly] So Gentlemen and Ladies; what, 


I perceive you are all invited upon the Occaſion — 
well, I am; I own I am — that pretty Innocent two- 
leg'd Animal call'd a Cuckold; I confeſs it — nay, I 


have refin'd upon Cuckoldom too, and found out a 
Way 


— 
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Way to make a Husband a Monſter, without putting 


a fine Lady to the expence of a Bluſh — For this Wo- 
man is wholly Guiltleſs yes, and the Gentleman 


too — ask 'em both elſe — [To his Wife.] Dem your 


Demureneſs— Come, Sir, Draw; Tl cut your Throat 
to begin, and prove I am no tame Brute. | 
Hor. Hold, hold, Sir, we have had too much of this | 
Sport already. [Takes his Sword. 
Riot. You can t diem me of my Horns, I have thoſe 
Weapons ſtill [Coming up to Vol. a little more com- 


pos d.] Mr. Volatil, tis unworthily done to inſult me thus, 
and I expect you'll anſwer it. 


_Cynth. [Aſide.] I ſuffer with him now; methinks his 


diſquieted Mind diſcovers there are ſome Sparks of Love 
and Honour yet within him unextinguiſh'd. 
Riot. What! to be the publick Ball of ſcurril Tongues; 
a By-Word and a Jeſt for the Mouth of every Sarcaſtic 
 Knave—to be pointed at, and diſtinguiſhed by my Follies; 
I'll not endure it, no; I'll retire into ſome remote private 
Corner of the Country, where I may never hear of my 
own Vices, or that fooliſh Woman more, — Well, if you 
have done your barbarous Mirth I am ſatisfy m My 
Heart is too full to ſpeak my Reſentment But my Hand 
may do me Juſtice [ am wounded deeper herethan 
you believe—tho' I muſt own I have deſerv'd this Treat- 
ment from that Lady, who I believe is virtuous, 
Cynth. My Dear, be calm I have with much Pain 
eas my ſelf the Satisfaction of unravelling this Affair 
ſooner, and waited only for this lucky Opportunity, till 
you were wrought into a thorough Conviction of your 
Errors — be ea{y— nothing has pd wy d as you think— 
Mr. Volatil and my Couſin have only join'd with me to 
Puniſh you in this manner— If our. Jeſt has had a little 
too much Gal! If our Mirth has been too ſevere or 
pungent, I heartily ask pardon, 

Riot. Hah! What? 

Vol. Come, come,-— after all you are not qualify 

for the Foreſt yet, you are no Cuckold. 

Riot. Make that appear, and I ſhall be happy again, 
 Volatil- 
Pal. They both are Tag; Guiltleſs of the FaQ, 
and the Intention, * came Home the laſt Night 


—— — — . « -. — 
— —— 
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; by your Appointment, I found the Houſe lighted, the 
| ' Servants up, and theſe two Ladies in the Parlour expecting 
| you — Your Wife had prepared a pretty Moral Lecture 
to have made you bluſh, and chid you into Honeſty ——T 
ſeeing their Chaſte Simplicity was obliged to Silence, and 
gn with Virtue; and you ſee it has ſucceeded to my 
Riot. Can this be real? Joy and Wonder both at once 
JJ. 8 
Stb. By my hopes of Peace and future Happineſs you 
have no Injury: 'twas a weak Woman's Stratagem, only 
deſign'd to win you over to Love and Repentane. 
Arab. We were ſtrangely ſurpriz d to find Mr. Vo/atil | 
ſent as your Deputy — but we ſoon brought him over 
to our Deſign— Come, be reconcil'd to Cynthia, I am a 
Witneſs of her Truth and Virtue— Believe me, you may 
be an Epicure at Home, if you don't puſh the Bleſſing 
from you with both Hands. 


= . mp ee SAN 


Vol. Thou haſt a Treaſure in this Woman, who never 
endeavour d to reclaim you but with her Smiles. ſhe wou'd 8 
be a faithful Companion, if you wou d permit her— FF 
Riot. Jam Tongue-ty'd in my Guilt—— my Follies ” 
glare upon me in their full Light This Conviction in ] 
my Mind, gives me Hopes I ſhall amend— Can you, my 
Dear, forgive me? — my future Life ſhall pay the 
| . | , . | 
mighty Debt Iowe thy Virtue, with eternal Love; Hea- 


* 


| v'n kindly invites me back to thy Chaſte Arms, nor will I 
{ | everſtray again — no, not in Thought. 
| Cynth, Welcome, thou Wanderer Oh welcome to 
my Soul, my Joy can only be fully expreſs'd in the con- 
_ tinu'd Perſeverance of my whole Life to ſerve and pleaſe 
_ you; I'll neither be Sullen nor Gay when you're out of 
Humour, nor Impertinent nor Melancholy when you're / 
pleas'd— I'll oblige my Aﬀections to wait and ſubmit to 4 
3 the various Turns of your Temper, till I have ſtole inta 1 
| Dd your Heart, and brib'd over all your Paſſions to my In- 
1 teret— yet when I am abſolute Miſtreſs there, I'll not for- ] 
get to rule with Temperance and Juſtice, without which 1 1 
? 


| neither Love nor Government can ſubſiſt. 
3 Vol. Come Gentlemen, I have engag'd for a Dance, 
then we'll go in and finiſh the happy Night. [Dance. We 
[Her the Dance} This is a Day of Miracles in Love; 1 
| - Toeraminia, 
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Teraminta, Aurelia, Horatio, Valentine—let us unite our 
Joys, and celebrate our Nuptials together. As for you, 
my Friend, we muſt endeavour to draw you by juſt De- 
grees to Virtue's Charms; nor dare at once to ſhow you 
all her Luſtre—your Sight is yet too weak to bear it. 
Riot. I own | may be Blind with too much Light, but 
I ſee fo well at preſent, to be fully fatisfy'd that the 
Libertine's Joys are all ſhort, and falſe, as Feveriſh 
Dreams, wherein the whole Animal Oeconomy is miſer- 
ably torn and diſtracted, to ſupport a momentary Deli- 
rium Nor can the moſt extravagant Voluptuary, in all 
his expenſive Purſuits, poſſeſs a Bleſſing like a good Wife. 


| He therefore aubo wou'd have his Pleaſures laſt, 
And, whilea Mortal, Food of Angels taſte, 
A Circling Round of laſting Heav'nly Charms, 
Muſt find em in a Virtuous Woman's Arms. 


_—— . 


| Spoken by Mrs, OLDFIELD. 


5 Y E Riots in the Pit, who view this Glaſ, = 
And are, what he (before his Taming) was; 
Reflect, Reform: Go to your ſeveral Houſes, 

And from this very Moment Love your Spouſes. 
Our Poet here perſuaded me to flop, 
Make my Dewoirs, and let the Curtain drop : 

But 1 refolv'd to flay, and tell ye ta _ 
M hat to bad Husbands, had we Pow'r, aue d do. 
Coaou'd we a Parliament of Women call, 
We'd vote ſuch Statutes as ſhou'd Tame you all. 
Firſt, we'd Reſolve That all thoſe marry'd Fellus 
 Shou'd Baniſhment endure, who durſt be Fealous : 
For 2 curs'd Diſeaſe proceeds from Lowe's ſoft” 
| aſnnn, „ 3 55 9 
 Nathing ſbould be a Crime in us bat Dimonſiratian. 

| | Re Next, 


: 
—— „„ 


EPILOGUE. 
Next, That thoſe dull uncomfortable Wights 


| Who'/leep all Morning, and who ſot at Nights, 


Shou'd find, when they reel home, *with & urfeits cloy'd, 
Their tender Wiwves with better Friends employ d. 
Laſtly, The Man that breaks the Marriage, Poav, 
For the firſt Crime ſhoud fuſftr a Divorce; * | 
Adieu thoſe tempting'Waords,——for better and for worſe. 
The Ladies ſhou'd be free again, to abe. 
And the falſe Men be Naturally dead. © 
But hold, bat makes me impotently rant? 


(If any fuch in this good Houſe you tuo) © *- 


The Will we have, But oh! the Power ave want: 
Aud you, vile Husbands, auben theſe Threats you bear, 
Will only grow "worſe Tyrants than you avere. 


Yet have a Care. For tho' ave cannot make © 
Laws for Mankind,. we can their Orders break: 


The War, tis ſaid, is drawing near an End. 


And not one Woman then can avant a Friend. 
The Brave will all to this dear Town repair. 
And They were always Guardians of the Fair; 


- By faithful Service to their Country done, e 
Our Sex's Fawour they have fairly abnn 


And may they till hace this propitious Doom, hs 


Congueſi Abroad, and juft Returns at Home. 
The/e are our Wiſhes —— And if any here 


7 The Glorious Character of Soldiers "bear; 2 
hope their Favour to this Play they ſhow, © 


And pay our Poet, ab hat to Us they owe, + 


© 8222 


— — 


— 


